Align technology with management, page 7; Making your money last, 9; 


New money for Sarnoff, 11; ClinPhone expands, 11; Pre-owned furniture, 12. 


SPECIAL DOUBLE ISSUE 
Count on this issue of U.S. 1 


Survival Guide 


Business Meetings 10 
to keep you informed for two ; 
ey Preview 13 
weeks. Our listings of fun 4 
and entertainment begin on Singles 59 PRSTSTD | 
page 14. U.S. 1 returns on Jobs 69 gs eee 
Wednesday, August 7. Contents 2 Permit No. 199 | 


Princeton, NJ 08540 / 


<= 


Princeton's Business and Entertainment Weekly _;;,-Pr0ne: 909-492-7000. Fax: 609-452-0033 


Home page: www.princetoninfo.com 


: 
E 
alies 


U.S. 1 JULY 24, 2002 


Vaughan Burton, Charlotte Dey 


Jack Florek, Caroline Calogero 


E-mail: Info@princetoninfo.com. 
Copyright 2002 by Richard K. Rein 
and U.S. 1 Publishing Company, 
12 Roszel Road, Princeton 08540. 


A. always the editors of the 
U.S. 1 Summer Fiction issue had 
difficult decisions. With nearly 
100 submissions and only 45 po- 
ems and stories se- 
lected, good sto- 
ries and poems in- 
evitably got left 


Richard K. Rein 
Editor and Publisher 


Barbara Figge Fox out, even though Lines 
Senior Editor we expanded this 
Nicole Plett year’s edition and added eight 
Arts Editor pages to the allotted space. 


We invite everyone — includ- 


Kathi McGi i : : 
ara lama ttle ing all those who submitted their 


Survival teaiges Editor work, whether we had room for it 
Craig Terry or not — to the writers’ party on 
Photography Thursday, August 8, from 5 to 7 


p.m., at Barnes & Noble, Market- 
Fair. We will begin introducing the 
writers at about 5:30 p.m. 

As has been the case for the past 
six years, the Summer Fiction is- 
sue also is a double issue of U.S. 1. 
Our next publication is Wednes- 
day, August 7. Our office will be 
open as usual in the interim. 


Diana Joseph-Riley 
Martha Moore 
Account Executives 


Kathleen McBride Sisack 
Production Manager 


Production 


Brenda Fallon 
Accounts Manager 


Correction 


Stan Kephart 


Design 
oe = ae rae R. venture capitalist Robert 
Sak tets wh acide 28 Johnston (“The Energizer VC,” 
Lynn Miller U.S. 1, July 17), Johnston gradu- 


Elaine Strauss, Joan Crespi 
Patricia M. Summers 
Tricia Fagan, Simon Saltzman 
Richard J. Skelly, Doug Dixon 


ated from Princeton with a major 
in economics, not engineering. 
Also, he sold Praelux to Amer- 
sham Pharmacia, not to Novartis, 
and the company that began in 


Bart Jackson Stamford, Connecticut, known as 
Contributors BioCyte,-is now called Phar- 
mastem and is located in Malvern, 
U.S. 1 is hand delivered by request Pennsylvania. 
to all businesses and offices in the 
greater Princeton area. For adver- = 
tising or editorial inquiries, call To the Editor 
609-452-7000. Fax: 609-452-0033. GREE CERES 


i read Richard K. Rein’s col- 
umn on the Endless Mountains of 
Pennsylvania (U.S. 1, July 17) 
with great interest. In June we 


rented, from a West Trenton 


Between 
The 


writer, a nicely furnished A-frame 
cottage just outside of New Mil- 
ford, a town with a “1950s” look. 

Traveling up and down the 
dusty-stone sec- 
ondary roads 


we made a right 
choice for a vaca- 
tion. We did man- 
age to search out quaint antique 
shops and family restaurants and in 
the hub of the town of Montrose, 
we learned that house auctions are 
a speciality for locals and dealers. 
There a furniture salesman told us 
that Susquehanna County’s whole 
population is only 40,000. 

New Yorkers come down to the 
‘country’ to play (reasonable) golf 
in these mountains — which we 
also did after reading the entire 
literary contents left for us at the 
cabin. Each day at the convenience 
store, we snapped up the USA To- 
day. Without “Street News” or 
cell phones it did get very quiet. 

Brisk night winds did not war- 
rant igniting the wood stove, but it 
was Close, as the temperatures then 
were at 55 degrees. A cow made 
her way over to look in our win- 
dow, but so what, this makes for 
good writing embellishments. 

If city folks want to find out 
more about the Endless Mountains 
try searching at www.endless- 
mountains.org or www.suSque- 
hannatranscript.com. We’ll go 
again I’m sure — it’s a way to clear 
a writer’s mind and to get away 
from New Jersey’s traffic and 
noise. Marie E, Linke 
Jamesburg 


I NEVER RESPOND to re- 
views, but I feel compelled to tell 
you how much the July 17 review 
by Jack Florek means to me. I will 
treasure the kind words for a long 
time to come. 


Missy Thomas (Rosalind) 
Princeton Rep Shakespeare 


made us wonder if 
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Put Tech in its Place 


| $e advice from parents 
|| can be specific. Find happiness on 
the family farm or get a law degree, 
for example. Or it can be general, 
perhaps something like: Follow 
your heart. Darrell Berger’s fa- 
ther’s advice fell into the category 
of what not to do. 

““My main instruction from my 
father,” says Berger, “was ‘don’t 
work ina factory like I did.’” Inthe 


main, Berger took the advice. For 


-— 


Web Sites 


Database Design 
System Development 
Help Desk 


« e ian 
Evan Williams Consulting, LLC 


Computer System Architect — 
Serving All Your Computer Needs 


while he did put in a short stint at 
an auto factory, but the experience 
just added weight to his father’s 
advice and increased his resolve to 
be the first in his family to go to 
college. A 1970 graduate of Van- 
derbilt, he is now a full-time 


Microsoft 


CERTIFIED 


speaker based in Millburn. His re- 
sume includes stretches as a coun- 
try guitar player in Nashville, a 
philosophy teacher at a maximum 


Solution Developer 


security jail in North Carolina, a 


www.concept2drawing.com * www.nhpress.net 


columnist-for a magazine on pro- 
fessional baseball, and a Unitarian 
Universalist minister. 


nhpressgo@blast.net * 908-359-8070 
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Success ina Brave New World” on 


In You 
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Materials 
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Thursday, July .25, at a Speaker 


Showcase sponsored by the New 


Jersey Society of Association Ex- 
ecutives, which begins at 8:30 a.m. 
at the Crowne Plaza in Clark. 
Other speakers include Elizabeth 
Ann Myers on “Communicating 
with Greater Effectiveness,” Bill 
Clement on “Added Value Lead- 
ership,” Marjorie Brody on 
‘Market Your Magic,” Michael 
Schatzki on “ Negotiation Dynam- 
ics,” and Janet Pickover on “Cost 
Saving Tips for Booking Speak- 
ers.” Cost: $69. Call 732-339- 
9085. 

After postings in rural North 
Carolina and suburban Boston, 
Berger served as minister of the 
Unitarian Universalist church on 
Central Park West from 1989 
through 1999. Ministers are gener- 
alists, he says, and he liked some 
parts of the job more than others. 
Giving sermons was among his fa 
vorite duties. He characterizes his 


Business has a lot in 
common with major 
league baseball. Peo- 
ple are losing confi- 
dence with both en- 
deavors because of 
‘cooked books,’ 

says a former sports- 


writer and minister. 
RS aT eee 
new career in public speaking as 
“moving from the pulpit to the po- 
dium.” 

The two types of speaking have 
similarities, but also differences. 
Giving a once-a-week talk to his 
congregants allowed Berger to 
pick a topical subject, learn all 
about it, deliver his reflections on 


it on Sunday, and then, he says, 
“forget everything | had learned 
by Tuesday.” He says this with a 
laugh during a phone interview In 
which he moves rapidly from sub- 
ject to subject, backing up observa- 
tions with quotes from the New 
Yorker or from recently published 
books. 

There is an impression that, for 
him, reading is pretty much like 
breathing. After he delivers a 
dozen or so citations from fascinat 
ing articles, he pauses when asked 
just how many books, newspapers, 
and magazines he reads in an aver- 
age week. Genuinely stumped by 
the question, he says at last, “I 
really don’t read that much.” 

In his new profession, Berger 
uses all that he absorbs from print, 
and all of his experiences in craft- 
ing advice for executives. He par- 
ticularly enjoys drawing on the in- 
terviews with former baseball 
greats he conducted over a period 
of 10 years, when his avocations 
included writing for Baseball 
Hobby News. 

Business circa 2002 has a lot in 
common with baseball, he finds. 
“People are losing confidence in 
business,” he says. The cause — 
cooked books — has been a bone 
of contention in baseball. “For 
years, owners have been bringing 
out the books to show they're los- 
ing money,” he says. “ And no one 
believed them.” 

The baseball losses, he says, 
were not real losses, but rather 
were a String of paper losses that 
netted owners big tax write-offs 
against their other businesses 
while they bided their time, wait- 
ing for a big pay off when they sold 
their teams for ever more inflated 
prices. But baseball, like many 
businesses in the news, may have 
come to the end of the line. The 
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“greater fool theory” that produced crop 
after crop of new team owners may finally 
have run aground, says Berger, conceding 
that this is the one point on which he can 
agree with baseball commissioner Bud 
Selig. In the same way, a number of corpo- 
rate bubbles, sometimes inflated with little 
more than crafty accounting, are now unable 
to maintain their loft. 

For executives caught in what is begin- 
ning to feel like a seventh inning stretch 
extended by a lengthy rain delay, Berger 
does have some advice: 

Put tech in its place. “If 
you try to keep up with 
technology, you’re 
doomed,” says Berger. 
“You can’t do it.” He sees 
a race of super-human cy- 
borgs arriving perhaps as 
soon as 20 years down the 
road. That, he says, is where 
technology is heading, and 
he sees no reason for execu- 
tives to break their necks to 
make it happen any sooner 


Smart people don’t 
always make the 
best managers. It 
has to do with get- 
ting along with peo- 
ple, not getting the 
best grade. 


matter of being on top,” he says, “but of 


riding with the ups and downs.” 
There is a comfort in having seen adver- 
sity, and survived it. 

“ As of Monday,” Berger says on July 16, 
“the bear market was at 1973-1975 levels.” 
During the 1970s, the Dow briefly poked 
above 1,000 and then sunk below it — and 
stayed there for the better part of the decade. 
“T was just getting started in business then,” 
Berger recalls. Anyone who made it through 
that period, he says, is more apt to take this 

down market in stride. 


Don’t worry about getting straight As. 
“Maybe smart people don’t make the best 
managers,” Berger observes. Quoting a re- 
cent New Yorker article, he says school is 
all about individual per- 
formance, but upon gradu- 
ation, students erfter the 
workforce, and most never 
work alone again. “It has 
to do with getting along 
with people, not getting 
the best grade,” he says. 
“The masters of industry 
haven’t always been 
highly educated.” 


While Berger elevates 
human values in business, 


“One of my oldest eee 2 shuns tech worship, he 


friends is a CIO with an in- 

surance firm in California,” Berger says. 
“He knows how futile it is to try to keep up. 
Whatever you do it’s going to be behind the 
curve.” 


Look to your humanity. “You’re not - 


hired because you’re a more effective ma- 
chine,” Berger declares. “‘ You’re hired be- 
cause you’re human.” Human reasoning 
can be superior to machine reasoning, he 
says, pointing to sickening, sudden stock 
market dips and swoops as an example of 
what happens when a company’s value is 
largely in the hands of software programs. 


Take reverses in stride. “Success or 
failure, employed or unemployed, win or 
lose; life is more complicated than that,” 
Berger muses. “Life is more of a piece than 
that.” Being knocked down — at least once 
a decade — can be a good thing. “It’s nota 


is no Luddite. During his 
tenure at the auto factory, he observed that 
his father, a mill wright, was the guy every- 
one turned to when the machines went 
down. All worked stopped until his father, 
whose job was fixing production machines, 
arrived on the scene. It’s much the same 
with today’s IT professional, without whom 
no modern office could run. 

Bowing to technology, Berger acknow- 
ledges that he needs to get a website. “ With 
no website,” he says, “you sort of don’t 
exist.” He is also adding speeches via video- 
conference to his repertoire and considering 
making demo speech presentations on CD- 
ROM or through streaming media on a 
website. 

“You can’t be ignorant of technology,” 
he says, ‘but the basis of my career is what 
I say, not the medium through which I say 
it.” 


nee ONtY ag ee For 


PRINCETON NORTH SHOPPING CENTER 
1225 STATE ROAD ROUTE 206 
PRINCETON, NJ 08540 


Pai ae 


WE ALSO HAVE A 
COMPLETE 
IN-HOUSE BINDERY 
@ YOUR SERVICE! 
PLUS A WHOLE 
LOT MORE! 


STOP BY OR 
CALL 


4 


* 


» 


+ 


6 


= 


JULY 24, 2002 U.S. 1 


Aligning Technology 
With Management 


I. was supposed to be the sav- 
ior, but technology is now playing 
the goat. Anne Pauker, president 
of Alignment Advantage, explains 
why tech’s image is in the toilet. 
“There was the dot-com debacle,” 
she says. “And even before that, 
there was Y2K. A lot of money was 
spent. There was a lot of confu- 
sion.” Then the economy tanked. 
“Most prudent business people,” 
says Pauker, “said ‘I spent a whole 
lot of money on Y2K and the In- 
ternet and neither panned out. I’m 
not going to be fooled three 
times.” 

Tech has been put into the cor- 
ner. Bad tech. Ironically, though, 
Pauker says that technology is 
more important than ever. Busi- 
nesses are reaping only 50 percent 
— or less of the productivity 
gains technology can deliver. The 
promise is falling short, in her 
view, because of poor communica- 
tion between IT professionals and 
business people. She offers sug- 
gestions for bridging the gap when 
she speaks on “Corporate Strategy 


and the IT Professional: Greater - 


Expectations” on Thursday, Au- 
gust |, at 10 a.m. at a meeting of 
the New Jersey Technology Coun- 
cil at the Echo Lake Country Club 
in Westfield. Other speakers in- 
clude Kurt Olender of Reed 
Smith; Mahesh Yadav of Optima 
Global Solutions; and Tony Zecca 
of the Cohn Consulting Group. 
Call 856-787-9700. 

Pauker holds a bachelor’s de- 


gree from the State University of 


New York at Binghamton and an 
MBA from the New York Institute 
of Technology. She founded her 


company, which originally was 
called Anne Pauker Consulting, in 
1995. It specializes in consulting 
on business/technology alignment. 
This month, she is merging her 
company with Cognetics, a com- 
pany owned by Charlie Kreitz- 
berg, her business collaborator 
and husband. Cognetics, a 25-per- 
son company that works to ensure 
that software is user friendly, has 
offices at 51 Everett Drive in 
Princeton Junction. 

Pauker explains that tech is in 
trouble, at least in part, because a 
generation of executives that rose 
in the ranks when a mouse resided 
behind the company dumpster and 
not on their desks made buying 
decisions out of fear. They didn’t 
understand technology, but Y2K 
came along and they were told they 
would be out of business if they did 
not replace — or substantially up- 


Tech is in trouble, in 
part, because of ex- 
ecutives who didn’t 
understand technol- 
ogy. They made 
their buying deci- 
sions out of fear. 


grade — all of their computer sys- 
tems. Then they were told they 
would be out of business if they did 
not get onto the Internet. 

Most decision makers went 
along and shelled out tens of mil- 
lions of dollars to keep up with the 
tech bandwagon. The problem was 
that they often did not have even a 
basic understanding of what they 
were buying. “For example,” says 
Pauker, “a lot of people wanted a 
website, but they had no idea of the 
difference between a $30,000 
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website, a $300,000 website, and a 
$3 million website. They didn’t 
know the elements that go into it.” 
They didn’t understand the impli- 
cations of building one in-house or 
using an applications service 
provider. “They didn’t know on 
whose server it should rest,” she 
continues, “or even what a server 
Gi: 

In many companies, the think- 
ing was that it was enough to hire 
young technologists and to leave 
technology to them. Now, all many 
executives know is that they have 
spent a whole lot of money on tech- 
nology, and they don’t know what 
they have gotten for the invest- 
ment. When they come out of 
shock, these executives need to 
learn more about technology, 
Pauker says. It is no longer enough 
to be able to work in Microsoft 
Word or to be comfortable surfing 
the ’Net. It is necessary to know 
what Word and the Internet can do 
for the company. It is necessary to 
understand the implications of in- 
vestments in technology and what 
they will do for the business. 

The time has come for the barri- 
ers between business people and IT 
people to come down. The two are 
different breeds. “Business people 
are action oriented,” says Pauker. 
“They are tactical. They want the 
three bullet points.” Technolo- 
gists, she finds, are more abstract 
in their thinking, more detail ori- 
ented, and more precise. Business 
people need to get savvy about 
technology, and technology peo- 
ple need to get savvy about busi- 
ness. 

For both, this mandate is a mat- 
ter of survival, but it is the IT peo- 
ple who are feeling the fallout of 
tech disillusionment the most 
keenly. Two years ago competition 
for their services was fierce. Sala- 
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your everyday life> 
eTrouble Concentrating 
eLost Interest in Everything 
eDifficulty Sleeping eFatigue or Loss of Energy 
eEven feel you might be better off dead 


Princeton Medical Institute is currently conducting a research study on an 
investigational medication for the treatment of depression. Qualified 
participants will be provided open label study medication, office visits, 
lab testing, medical supervision and after care at no cost to you. 


No reports are ever made to employers, schools or to insurance companies. 
FOR MORE INFORMATION CALL: 


SS MEDICAL INSTITUTE 


609-921-6050 


Take Charge 
of Change 


Market Entry 
may be just what 
you need to help 
you redirect 
your resources, 
open new markets, 
and grow revenues. 


Katherine Kish, President 


Call 
Today. 
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PERSONAL PAPERWORK 
SOLUTIONS...AND MORE, INC. 


Do you need help with: organizing and filing? 
Paying your bills? Reconciling your bank statement? 
Are you stressed out with medical claim forms? 
Do you need administrative assistance with 
your family matters? 


Call Linda Richter 609/371-1466 
Insured - Notary Public 


Specialized Services for: Busy Professionals, 
Small Business Owners, Seniors, the Disabled 


U.S. 1 


JULY 24, 2002 


All classes are held on a 
convenient alternating 
Friday/Saturday 
schedule at the La Salle University Bucks County Center 
in Newtown, Pennsylvania, a few minutes from 1-95. 


Take the Step That Could Change Your Life. 


La Salle University's Executive MBA Program is 
designed to give you — the medical, science, or technology 
professional — the tools you require to play a greater role 
in business decisions and to advance your career. The 

La Salle EMBA is a unique opportunity for working 
professionals with a degree in the natural sciences, 
engineering, or technology and 
with several years of 
management 

experience. 


Executive MBA | 
“Science 
& Technolo gy 


AACSB Accredited 


To learn more about this AACSB-accredited Executive 
MBA, we invite you to contact us: 215 579 8434 or 
emba@lasalle.edu. 


LASALLE EMBA 


Bucks County Center | Thirty-three University Drive | Newtown, PA 18940-1845 


emba@lasalleedu website: www.lasalle.edu/emba 
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ries went through the roof and into 
the stratosphere. Now many IT 
professionals are out of work. 
Catching the next wave will re- 
quire new skills. “The things that 
made them successful in the past 
won’t in the future,” says Pauker. 
Her advice on retooling includes: 

Communicate. Technology has 
a language all its own, but IT pro- 
fessionals need to understand that 
while they think of a computer 
when they hear the word “client,” 
to the business people with whom 
they speak “client” as a human 
being or an organization. Use too 
much tech jargon and a business 
person will glaze over, and then 
tune out. 

Focus outward. IT profession- 
als work very hard, says Pauker, 
and take great pride in their work. 
‘“They’re concerned about the ele- 
gance, the way they write the pro- 
grams,” she says. But that should 
be a given. It is now necessary to 
think beyond the design of the pro- 
gram and to look at the client’s 
needs. “It is necessary to focus on 
the customer and the users,” says 
Pauker. “IT people have to have 
their interests in mind from the 
start.” 

As.an example, she talks about 


software she and Kreitzberg saw 
demonstrated at a recent trade 
show. It was HR software designed 
to sort job candidates. The pro- 
gram led HR professionals through 
a number of steps intended to sepa- 
rate good candidates from weak 


IT professionals 
have to sell solu- 
tions to business 
people disillusioned 
about the promise 
of technology. 


ones. At the end of the program the 
best candidates were pulled from 
the group, and, says Pauker in hor- 
ror, “put into a shopping Cart!” 

A programmer would see little 
wrong with this approach. It incor- 
porates a mechanism found in 
many programs where buying de- 
cisions are involved, and choosing 
a job candidate is, after all, a buy- 
ing decision at heart. It was un- 

_ doubtedly easier and much less ex- 
pensive to have the program end 
with a shopping cart than it would 
have been to use a novel packaging 
approach. But, says Pauker, most 
HR professionals, the very people 
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_- to change the terms at any time without notice 


Find out before...not after. 
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The risks you face as a business owner are numerous. And it’s not just documents and fine print, but any- 
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us and learn about our customized Business Assessment consultations. Contact Lewis Pepperman, Esq., at 
1-866-4BIZLAW or via email at |pepperman@stark-stark.com. We invite you to visit us on the web at 


www.stark-stark.com. 


993 LENOX DRIVE LAWRENCEVILLE, NEW JERSEY 08646 
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who would make a decision on 
whether to buy the software, would 
be seriously turned off by a pro- 
gram that stuffed their job candi- 
dates into a shopping cart. 
Develop better influencing 
skills. “IT people have a wealth of 
knowledge and expertise,” says 
Pauker, “but some of them have 
the attitude ‘I know it, trust me.”” 
This is no longer good enough. 
Successful IT professionals are go- 
ing to have to get a whole lot better 
at selling their solutions to busi- 
ness people who are disillusioned 
about the promise of technology. 
Stay savvy. This last 1s not an 
issue for many technologists. As a 
whole, says Pauker, IT profession- 
als pride themselves on keeping 
abreast of their fast-changing field. 
Still, she says, there is always the 
danger of getting pigeonholed, and 
given the pace of change, this 
could be a career death sentence. 


Bee is big news this sum- 
mer. High-profile news releases 
have questioned health advice that 
considered gospel for years — or 
decades. Is hormone replacement 
safe? Has carbo loading been a 
mistake? Experts fill the air with 
opinions. There is controversy on 
any number of issues, but agrec- 
ment on one; most of us need to get 
serious about staying well. 

Help for those seeking to follow 
that advice is available on Satur- 
day, August 3, from 11:30 a.m. to 
4 p.m. at a Wellness Fair at the 
MarketFair shopping center. Sery- 
ices provided have suggested do- 
nations with proceeds going to the 
Make a Wish Foundation. Call 
609-683-3990. 

Ari Cohn, a chiropractor and an 
organizer of the event, says what ts 
commonly known as “healthcare” 
is not really health care. Most peo- 
ple only seek out the services of 
healthcare providers when they are 
sick. Healthcare is actually made 
up of two distinct categories, sick- 
ness care and wellness care. Sick- 
ness care includes any modality 
designed to fix, cure, relieve or 
even prevent health problems. 
Wellness care is any avenue de- 
signed to improve how the body ts 
working regardless of condition or 
symptoms. ~ 

Services to be showcased in- 
clude: acupuncture (Suzette 
Gore), aromatherapy (Connie 
Cox), biofeedback (Pedra Gar- 
net), chiropractic (Ari Cohn DC), 
Pilates (Anthony Rabara), mag- 
netic therapy (Virginia Prescott). 
martial arts (Princeton Academy 
of Martial Arts), massage (Jason 
Sklar), meditation (Amy Glenn), 
nutrition (Maryellen Murray 
ND), reiki (Danauta Macow), re- 
flexology (Dean Dobry), and yoga 
(Princeton Center for Yoga and 
Health). 


_ | a designed to help the small to medium 
sized businesses fill im the gaps. 
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Thursday, August 8 


«Make Your Money Last 


“ 


As Long as You Do 


Pic years ago, investment returns of 20 
percent were a ho-hum certainty for all but 
the most unlucky investors. Needless to say, 
those days are over. While the new reality is 
unsettling to nearly everyone opening 401 (k) 
statements, it is particularly difficult for retir- 
ees and for anyone nearing retirement. 

Is there any way a person 


example, “and both of his parents lived to be 
102, he could be looking at 30 to 35 years in 
retirement.” Eliciting information about a 
client’s health, habits, and relatives’ age at 
death requires sensitivity. Getting it is not 
easy, but, says Bowman, the more informa- 
tion a client is willing to share, the better the 
plan for his assets can be. 

Bowman shies away from providing asset 
allocation formulas. “Each client is differ- 
ent,” he says. Factors ranging from risk tol- 
erance to special circumstances, perhaps pro- 
viding for a handicapped child, need to be 
taken into account in deciding where to put 

each client’s money to work. 


* a ilere are some of the consid- 
with a $1 million portfolio 


can count on a 10 percent 
return? “That’s a difficult 
question,” says Charles 
Bowman, vice president of 
trust and wealth manage- 
ment for Sovereign Bank. 
Even that return, less than 
half the gain the Dow racked 
up regularly throughout 


much of the °90s, is impos- ae 


sible to guarantee. 

‘Bowman speaks on ways 
to make assets last a lifetime, despite a 
dodgey stock market, at a free seminar spon- 
sored by CareOne, a senior care community 
in Hamilton, and held at its Whitehorse- 
Hamilton Road facility on Thursday, August 
8, at 6 p.m. Also speaking is attorney David 
Boyer. In addition to asset growth and pres- 
ervation, the seminar addresses legal and fi- 
nancial issues inherent in long-term care and 
assisted living. Call 609-586-1600. 

Bowman, a 1987 graduate of Lycoming 


@ College in Pennsylvania, has been with Sov- 


* 


* 
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ereign for one year. Before that, he worked 
for Summit Bancorp. A sociology major in 
college, he is not sure how he ended up in 
banking, but counseling clients on how to 
make their money last as long as they do 
draws on some of the skills a good social 
researcher needs. 

For one thing, Bowman must try to figure 
out each client’s longevity — a delicate mat- 
ter — in order to build an effective strategy. 
“If a client is 65 years old,” he gives as an 
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LAYE in a and Photographic Services 


A person who 
wants out at age 50 
has a greater need 
for planning than 
one who plans to 
work until 70. 


erations: 

Length of retirement. A 
person who plans to continue 
working through his 70s has 
less need for both growth and 
income than does a person 
who wants out of the rat race 
at 50, and whose parents and 
grandparents lived to a ripe 
old age. 

Lifestyle. Most clients, 
says Bowman, are loath to see 
their lifestyle slip below a level they consider 
comfortable. Lifestyle factors can include a 


desire to maintain a vacation home, travel 


extensively, or pursue an expensive set of 
hobbies. Retirees with paid-up mortgages 
who envision a retirement of tending the front 
garden should not need as big — and high- 
performing — a portfolio as will retirees with 
a yen for big game hunting in Africa and 
round-the-world cruises. 


‘Inflation. Regardless of the desired life- 
style, Bowman cautions that goods and serv- 
ices are very likely to cost more — maybe 
significantly more — in 10 years, and more 
yet in 20 and 30 years. Most retirees will need 
more than asset safety. They will need asset 
growth to keep pace with inflation. 


Risk tolerance. Somewhere, someone is 
reaping 20, or 30, or 250 percent returns. 
Clients need to realize that over-size returns 
generally entail over-size risk. Some people 
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For prints that stand 


the test 
of time! 


ia 743! Alexander Road, Princeton, NJ 08540 _ 
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Small Office for Lease 


12 Roszel Road, Princeton, NJ 


SPACE * 3 offices, reception area ( Approx. 750 SF) 
TERM * 1-5 years 
RATE * $1450 per month , 
UTILITIES * Separately billed 
COMMENTS =: First floor location »* Private entrance 

* Move-incondition »* Available immediately 

* High speed internet access available 

¢ West Windsor Township, Princeton Address 
CONTACT ¢ Al Toto, Jr., Assistant Vice President 


Commercial Property Network, Inc. 
609-921-8844 : 


Exclusive Broker 


Commercial Property Network, Inc. 
We Have a Place For Your Company 
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Easy Does It 


Easy Does Concept and Design. 

Where cutting-edge concepts and dynamic 
graphics come together to create dazzling 
design. Our award-winning graphic artists will 
imaginatively craft every piece of your project 
with unmatched perfection. 


Easy Does Printing. 

Where state-of-the-art technology and 
exceptionally skilled pressmen hook-up to 
guarantee an impeccable product. With colors 
so vivid, and type so crisp—always exceeding 
your expectations. 


Easy Does Fulfillment and Bindery. 

Where your job is finished to perfection — 
signed, sealed and delivered — where you need it, 
when you need it. Easy does it... Easy does it all. 


R> Easy 


be Sa Graphics® 
ey 


741 Alexander Road, Princeton, NJ 08540 
609-799-3279 FAX 609-987-0185 
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3 COMPARE PRICE 
= ON ANY CAMERA. 


CALL 609-924-7063 


Any 35mm, Digital, 
APS, or Video Camera. 
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USED CAMERAS WANTED 


Trade or Cash 


NEW YORK CAMERA 


173 NASSAU ST. * PRINCETON « M-F, 8°°- 6; Sat., 9-5 


JOHN 
i MEDICAL OFFICE SUBLEASE 
Simone LAWRENCE TOWNSHIP 


REALTY, INC. 


* 1,135 Sq. Ft. office suite, partially furnished 

¢ Reception area, clerical office, two exam 
rooms & office/conf. room 

¢ Adjacent to I-95 _ 

* Convenient to all area Hospitals 

* Immediate Occupancy 


FOR DETAILS CONTACT - PEARL CAPES 


PHONE 609-882-1105 


— even in retirement — think big 
rewards are worth the lost sleep 
that often accompanies them. Oth- 
ers shudder at the thought of losing 


even a fraction of one percent of 


their hard-earned savings. 

Wealth transfer. Some indi- 
viduals are happy to work at dying 
broke, spending all of their savings 
on the lifestyle they want. Others 
want to make sure there is some- 
thing left for their heirs or to chari- 
ties that are important to them. 
When passing on wealth is the 
goal, retirees need to be realistic 
about what they will need — par- 
ticularly in light of current low re- 
turns On most investments — be- 
fore they begin a program of gift- 
ing. 


Bowman is seeing a number of 


wealthy, relatively young retirees 
at his Princeton Junction office. 
Did these under-60 retirees make 
their money in the stock market, in 
the corporate suite, or through a 
professional practice? “All of the 
above,” he says, adding that appre- 
ciation in the value of real estate in 
central New Jersey also has played 
a role in building wealth. 
Bowman, now 37, pauses not at 
all when asked about when he 
plans to retire. “In 20 years,” he 
says confidently. “I will be 
ready.” He is building the founda- 
tion for early retirement through 
regular contributions to his 401 
(k), IRA, and brokerage accounts. 


°° 921-6800 


www.NuJi.com - 


the areas LARGEST and only FULL SERVICE ISP - est. 1990 


onsite business support - T1/T3 « Linux developers / Windows 2000 developers - affordable web design/database integration - secure SSL 


HIGH SPEED DSL / 56K DIALUP / WEB HOSTING 


NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY 


Seeking customer who is looking for prompt service and free 
furniture delivery. Even if you've never purchased office 
furniture, we'll make it easy. Use our free consultation service. 
| If you like quality 


Se 


office furniture at 
low discount 
prices, stop in or 


Apply today at... 
OFFICE FURNITURE BY 


wo TET ETI tet a 
The Instant Office People 


2811 Business Route 1 South, 
Lawrenceville, NJ 

2 miles so. of Quaker Bridge Mall 
609-882-0009 or 215-493-9828 
Fax 609-882-1933 
www .barringers.com 


Among his clients, the most fre- 
quently voiced regret is a failure to 


implement just such a program of 


disciplined investing from an early 
age. “In the markets,” says Bow- 
man, “time is your friend.” 


Please Donate 


The Mercer County Bar Asso- 
ciation is asking members to help 


send kids to school in the fall with 
new backpacks filled with essen- 
tial school supplies. A donation of 


$30 will provide a child with a 
filled backpack. Send checks pay- 
able to MCBF to 1245 Whitehorse 
Mercerville Road, Suite 420, 
Hamilton, New Jersey, or cal] 609- 
585-6200 for more information. 


Business Meetings 


Wednesday, July 24 


6 p.m.: Stark & Stark, “Employee 
Theft,” a seminar on reasons 
employees steal and how to 
deal with the problem; Kevin 
Hart, former Deputy Attorney 


_ General of New Jersey; and 


Nicholas Truglio, an accountant 
who has served as an expert in 
connection with matters involv- 
ing white collar crime. 993 
Lenox Drive, 609-896-9060. 


Thursday, July 25 


8:30 a.m.: New Jersey Society of 
Certified Public Accountants, 
“The Accounting Department of 
the Future.” $419. NJSCPA Edu- 
cational Center, Roseland, 973- 
226-4494. 


8:30 a.m.: NJ Society of Associa- 
tion Executives, “Speaker Show- 
case,” topics include executive 
success, Communicating with 
greater effectiveness, negotia- 
tion dynamics, and cost saving 
tips for booking speakers. $69. 
Crowne Plaza, Clark, 732-339- 
9085. 


4 p.m.: New Jersey Technology 
Council, “Building Energy Effi- 
cient Buildings,” PSE&G’s 
Smart Start Program. $70. 
PSE&G, 234 Pierson Avenue, 
Edison, 856-787-9700. 


Friday, July 26 


8:30 a.m.: New Jersey Technol- 
ogy Council, “Electronics, En- 
ergy, & Engineering,” CEO diner 
breakfast series. Cost of break- 
fast. Alexis Diner, Route 10, 
Denville, 856-787-9700. 


Monday, July 29 


11:15 a.m.: Professional Engi- 
neers Society of Mercer County 
and American Society of Civil 
Engineers, Golf, lunch, dinner, 
awards to benefit the societies 
scholarship funds. $120. Mercer 
Oaks Golf Course, Village Road 
West, West Windsor, 609-734- 
7973. 


2:30 p.m.: New Jersey Bankers 
Association, “IRA Update: 
2002,” Ken Golliher, principal, 
Pegasus Educational Services. 
$245. Telephone Seminar, 800- 
352-7023. 


Tuesday, July 30 


8:30 a.m.: Kepner-Tregoe, “Im- 
plementing Corrective and Pre- 
ventive Actions Workshop,” a 
two-day workshop for quality 
control professionals, equipment 
operators, lab technicians, and 
engineers. $1,295. 17 Research 
Road, Skillman, 800-537-6378. 


5:30 p.m.: Green Building Coun- 
cil, “Drought Update,” Kren Fell, 
NJDEP, $20. Call Lisa Wester- 
field, extension 140. Princeton 
University, 732-661-0144. 


7:30 p.m.: Jobseekers, network- 
ing, and support. Parish Hall en- 
trance, Trinity Church, 33 Mer- 
cer Street, 609-924-2277. 


Wednesday, July 31 


8 a.m.: “How to Make Money by 
Acquiring Companies Right,” 
seminar on benefits and risks of 
acquisition. $149. Princeton 
Hyatt, 866-836-5669. 


1 p.m.: “How to Make More 
Money When You Exit Your 
Business,” adding value to a 
business in preparation for sell- 
ing it. $149. Princeton Hyatt, 
866-836-5669. 


6 p.m.: Edward Jones, “What 
Every Woman Needs to Know 
About Her Financial Future,” 
John Nelson, financial advisor, 
Free. Holiday Inn, Jamesburg, 
609-426-4199. 


Thursday, August 1 


10 a.m.: New Jersey Technology 
Council, “Corporate Strategy 
and the IT Professional — 
Greater Expectations.” To 1 
p.m. $100. Echo Lake Country 
Club, Westfield, 856-787-9700. 


11:30 a.m.: Princeton Chamber, 
Robert R. Rose, president, Mer- 
cer Community College. $31. 
Doral Forrestal, 609-520-1776. 


5 p.m. to 8 p.m.: GetContactXx, 
“Sunset on the Delaware,” sec- 
Ond anniversary celebration. Kat- 
mandu, Trenton, 215-860-9173. 


5:30 p.m.: NJAWBO, Informal 
networking event. Free. Spa 
Therapia, 932 State Road, 609- 
924-7975. 


7 p.m.: Re/Max Greater Prince- 
ton, “Buying and selling a 
home,” attorney Rob Rothen- 
berg, real estate agent Joan Eis- 
enberg, and mortgage broker 
John Stefan. Free by registra- 
tion. Courtyard Marriott, Route 1 
South, 609-951-8600. 


7:30 p.m.: Jobseekers. Parish 
Hall entrance, Trinity Church, 33 
Mercer Street, 609-924-2277. 


Thursday, August 8 


6 p.m.: CareOne at Hamilton, 
“Legal and Financial Issues of 
Long-Term Care and Assisted 
Living,” David Boyer, Sovereign 
Bank. Free, but registration re- 
quired. 1660 Whitehorse-Hamil- 
ton Square Road, 609-586-1600. 


Want A Wall St. 
Address... 


Without the Commute? 


D/J Business Service 
475 Wall Street, Princeto: 


609-924-0905 


RENTALS - Executive Office Suites, Desk 
Space, Virtual Office Services 
PERSONALIZED SECRETARIAL SERVICES 
including Reports, Studies, Letters, MS 
Office Suite Transcriptions, & More! 
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Life in the Fast Lane 


ome good news: 
Sarnoff Corporation and its part- 
ners could get up to $24 million 
from the federal government to 
work on three projects relating to 
defense technologies. These mo- 
nies were added to a House De- 
fense Appropriations bill HR 5010 
passed June 27, and two of the 
three programs have been included 
in the Senate version of the bill. 
“The odds of the bill’s passing are 
very high,” says a spokesperson 
for U.S. Representative Rush Holt, 
who supported the bill. 

Included in both current ver- 
sions of the bill are $7 million for 
a Bug to Drug Identification and 
Countermeasures program (to 
combat as yet-unknown biological 
warfare agents) and $8 million for 
the Applied Communications and 
Information Networking (ACIN) 
program administered at Fort 
Monmouth. ACIN pairs Depart- 
ment of Defense software develop- 
ers with their academic and indus- 
try peers to improve communica- 
tion between soldiers in the field 
and their command centers. 
Sarnoff partners with Drexel Uni- 
versity on this. 

The third component, $5 million 
for digital motion imagery tools 
and techniques, could get put back 
in the bill later this fall. This Digi- 
tal Video Laboratory program was 
established at Eglin Air Force Base 


last year. It works on how motion — 


imagery and related information is 
collected, managed, and analyzed. 


Sarnoffs Songbird 
Tries a New Tune 


2 ae hearing aids were 
supposed to be the healthcare inno- 
vation comparable to the discovery 
of sliced bread, but the investors in 
Songbird Hearing, a Sarnoff 
spinoff, have been disappointed by 
sales. So last week they brought in 
a turnaround CEO, Thomas E. 
Gardner, to replace Fred Fritz, the 
founding CEO, who stays as vice 
president. 

Sometimes a new name at the 
top is just what’s needed, and sev- 
eral times Gardner has been the 
person brought in to kickstart a 
foundering company. Gardner 
grew up in Toledo, and graduated 
in 1970 from the University of St. 
Thomas. He has worked at Proctor 
& Gamble, Johnson & Johnson, 
Simon & Schuster, Dun & Brad- 
street, and Access Health. As the 
turn-around CEO for Base Ten in 
1997, Gardner turned to making 
software for manufacturing drugs, 
while the defense arm of Base Ten 
went forward as Strategic Tech- 
nologies, (U.S. 1, November 12, 
1997), which was later sold at a 
profit. Two years later, at age 51, 
Gardner resigned. The company 


struggled for another year and ex- 
ists as a shell corporation. 
Gardner took another turn- 
around job as CEO of Datamoni- 
tor, a United Kingdom-based busi- 
ness information company that of- 
fers research and advice to Fortune 
1000 clients. He arrived in Febru- 
ary, 2000, and in November of that 
year took the company public on 
the London Stock Exchange. He 


Songbird ‘is a terri- 
fic opportunity. | ha- 
ven't seen one so at- 
tractive since | 
helped take Tylenol 
into the consumer 
markets in 1975.’ 


left the company earlier this month 
to join Songbird. 

“I’m a professional CEO — I 
take small start-up companies and 
help them to get to the next stage 
of development,” says Gardner. 
“To me this is a terrific opportu- 
nity. I haven’t seen one so attrac- 
tive since I helped take Tylenol 
into the consumer markets in 1975. 
There is an unmet consumer need, 
and we have an innovative product 
that will bring better hearing to the 
mild to moderately hearing im- 
paired — a market that is unders- 
erved.” 

His game plan is to emphasize 
distribution through retail chan- 
nels, a partnership with the Boots 
drugstore chain in the United 
Kingdom and with National Vi- 
sion and Hearing, which is in Wal- 
Mart stores in the United States. 
“Just as you can get eyeglasses at 
Wal-Mart, so you will be able to 
get a hearing exam and buy our 
product at Wal-Mart,” says Gard- 
ner. 


Songbird Hearing Inc., 5 Ce- 
dar Brook Drive, Cedar Brook 
Corporate Center, Cranbury 
08512. 609-409-4500; fax, 
609-409-4510. Thomas 
Gardner, CEO. Www.song- 
birdhearing.com 


Management Moves 


Ta current occupant of Base 
Ten’s former building on Electron- 
ics Drive has had a change in its 
CEO. Andy Quinn has replaced 
Chuni Ghosh, founder of Princeton 
Optronics. Ghosh recently moved 
his firm from Princeton-Hight- 
stown Road to the former Base Ten 
building, where there are 54 em- 
ployees (U.S. 1, August 8, 2001). 
““As the company prepares for 
product introduction of the Power- 


Sweep 2000TM tunable laser, 
Andy’s industry experience will be 
critical in helping to manage 
growth, expand the customer base, 
maintain financial discipline, and 
achieve our business goals,” says 
Ghosh. 

Quinn has roots in Lucent Tech- 
nologies, where he directed the op 
toelectronics group that is now part 
of Agere Systems. His most recent 
job was as president of North 
America and chief operating offi- 
cer for Bookham Technologies in 
the UK. He also founded Spectra- 
com Inc., which was sold to ADC, 
and has worked for Nortel Net- 
works. 

Quinn went to the University of 
Glasgow, Class of 1976. He joins 
a team with several Lucent connec- 
tions, including Timothy Hays, 
vice president of marketing, Joe 
Cannon, vice president of manu- 
facturing, and Sunil Phatak, vice 
president of business develop- 
ment. Chris Lynch, chief financial 
officer, was formerly with Marriott 
and Merrill Lynch. Ghosh is a 
Sarnoff and ITT alumnus. 


Princeton Optronics, 1 Elec- 
tronics Drive, Mercerville 
08619, Box 8627, Princeton 
08540. Andy Quinn, CEO. 
609-584-9696; fax, 609-584- 
2448. Home page: www.- 
princetonoptronics.com 


sublease at 9 Roszel 


cakes an electronic 
clinical trial management firm, 
will quadruple its space with a 
move from 6,200 feet on Lenox 
Drive to 25,489 square feet at 9 
Roszel Road, subleased from Mer- 
rill Lynch. ClinPhone is taking 


Continued on following page 


AUTO REPAIR SHOP/ WAREHOUSE 
SALE OR LEASE 


50 cars 
* High Ceilings 


+ 2,400 Sq. Ft. in Free Standing Building 
* Fenced Parking & Onstreet Parking for approx. 


¢ Offered for Sale at $250,000 
¢ Offered for Lease at $2,500.00 


FOR DETAILS 
CONTACT 
_ BARRY SUSSMAN 


JOHN 


Simone 


REALTY, INC 


PHONE 609-882-1105 
FAX 609-530-1037 


JULY 24, 2002 


Monroe Commons 
239 Prospect Plains Road, Monroe Twp. NJ 08831 


Professional Office Suite 
Immediately Available - Ground Floor 
1,750 SF 
Conveniently located near NJTP Exit 8A 
ADA approved building w/elevator 
Kitchen/Conference Suite Available 
On-site Property Manager 
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For information call: Eileen at The Bowen Group 


609-860-0406 or 732-266-3313 


Are your employees using 
yesterdays skills in today's market? 


You can provide the tools your employees 
need to solve tough problems and make 
better decisions. 


Call now for Critical Thinking Skills workshops 
@ Problem Solving 
@ Decision Making 
Project Management 


Zt 


Angela Deitch Consulting 


Phone (609) 883-6327 
Fax (609) 771-8104 


ADConsultg@aol.com 
www.angeladeitchconsulting.com 


Factory 
Authorized 


Service 
Hewlett Packard 
Brother 
Tektronix 
Xerox 


Also Servicing 
Lexmark, Compaq 
Canon, Apple 
Dell, Gateway, IBM 
& Many More! 


QLC Announces the Grand Opening of our Princeton 


Computer & Printer 
Repair Center 


Princeton Repair Facility 


QLC Service Centers 


Now Serving PA & NJ 


1-800-721-1883 


Expertly Servicing 
Laser Printers, PCs 
& Fax Machines 
in your office or in our 


Save Money We feature flat rate pricing. If we need 
to make a second Service call with a special part you will 
not be charged for labor twice. 


Top Technicians We have the best qualified, most 
experienced, factory certified service technicians. 


Get Up And Running Fast Our service vans are 
stocked wtih the most commonly needed parts so your 
hardware can usually be fixed on the first visit. 


Personal Service We are your partners, willing and 
able to do whatever it takes to keep you satisfied and to 
keep your business running smoothly, guaranteed. 


eB SRB RBBB ER RE EE BS, 


. Service Special : 

» $79.00 Flat Rate* ‘s 

4 . Laser Printer orFax Repair § 
if a $40 each additional printer » 
Authorized @& “Labor Only - Parts Extra 
Reseller ¢ ° 
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CLASSROOM REN 


is our business too! 


At the Computer Training Center of Princeton 
(CTCP), our classrooms are comfortable, conducive 
to learning and equipped with the latest technology. 


For further information about our Classroom 
Specifications and Available Services, 
Call 609-921-7900 Today! 


The 
Computer Training 


[_]] Center of Princeton 


401 Wall Street * Princeton * New Jersey 08540 © 609-921-7900 © www.ctcp.com 


ADVANTAGE INSURANCE SERVICES LLC 
AUTO @ HOME @ BUSINESS @ LIFE @ HEALTH 


MAXINE MILLSTEIN 


4444 Route 27, Kingston, NJ 08528 
Phone 609-279-9919 Fax 609-279-9920 
email: advantins@aol.com 


Providing you with the same experience 
and quality you have come to expect. 


20 YEARS EXPERIENCE LICENSED IN NJ & PA 


Continued from preceding page 


most of the first floor of the three- 
story, 111,768 square foot building 
on Roszel Road, almost adjacent to 
the Princeton Hyatt. 

Just two years ago ClinPhone 
had tripled its space. Calling itself 
the leader in electronic trial man- 
agement, with more than 700 trials 
in over 80 countries and 60 lan- 
guages, the firm takes data directly 
from doctors and patients and man- 
ages data electronically to cut 
down on a tremendous volume of 
paperwork. The new quarters will 
have space for a larger training 
area and for in-house demonstra- 
tions of client systems. 

ClinPhone’s Lenox Drive quar- 
ters are up for sublease, says Joe 
Boiseau of GVA Williams, who 
with Ken Abrahams represented 
the firm. The remainder of 9 
Roszel Road is also available for 
sublease, represented by Raymond 
Sohmer of Insignia/ESG. Up- 
graded features here include tele- 
conferencing capabilities, interior 
loading facilities and CAT 6 voice 
and data through the building. 

“The new Princeton headquar- 

ters gives ClinPhone a solid corpo- 
rate base in the heart of one of the 
major global centers for the phar- 
maceutical industry,” says 
Howard Goldberg, vice president 
and general manager. A graduate 
of the State University of New 
York at Stony Brook, Class of 
1977, he has a PharmD from the 
University of the Pacific (U.S, 
June 23, 1999). “We are also ac- 
tively recruiting for offices in Chi- 
cago and San Francisco.” 


ClinPhone Inc., 1009 Lenox 
Drive, Suite 107, Lawrence- 
ville 08648. Howard Gold- 
berg, vice president. 609- 
620-7000; fax, 609-620- 
0258. Home page: www.- 
clinphone.com 
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For more information 
about our asset based 
loans* and accounts 
receivable purchasing 
program, contact: 


Irv Wischik 


at 
609-655-4500 


Take cash discounts ¢ Purchase additional inventory 
Capture new business opportunities 


*Financing up to $3,000,000 
for individual customers. 


Licen 


Office Furniture: 
‘Pre-Owned’ 


[., times past, buyers preferred 
new cars to used cars under any 
circumstances. Now many choose 
the “pre-owned” luxury Car, 
loaded, to the dirt-cheap new car, 
stripped, 

It’s the same with office furni- 
ture. Corporations are falling all 
over themselves to buy each other 
out, which results in staff cuts. 
Fewer workers means fewer chairs 
are needed. And fewer desks, wall 
modules, and conference tables. 

Here’s where “pre-owned” fur- 
niture presents a choice similar to 
the one offered by car dealers: 


‘Due to consolida- 
tions and downsiz- 
ing, the quality of 
the furniture they 
were acquiring was 
too good to sell in 
the warehouse.’ 


choose from high-end new furni- 
ture, lower quality. new furniture, 
or high-end “pre-owned” furni- 
ture that has better ergonomics and 
better soundproofing. 

Mercer Corporate Interiors, an 
office furniture outlet on Bruns- 
wick Pike, caters to the latter mar- 
ket. It buys and sells such brands as 
Herman Miller, Steelcase, Kim- 
ball, Knoll, and Jofco. It also gets 
the occasional unusual piece. For 
instance, it priced a $19,000 10- 
foot solid cherry conference table 
for $1,500. “Clients come in here 
and get top quality stuff, and pay 


maybe 20 percent of the value,” 
says Ralph Finaldi, general man- 
ager. Finaldi’s parent company, 
North American Inc., does mov- 
ing, warehousing, warehouse man- 
agement, storage, and furniture liq- 
uidations. It set up this office fur- 
niture outlet on Brunswick Pike to 
solve a problem: What to do with 
the expensive furniture it had ac- 
quired. 

‘““What’s interesting is that they 
had sales outlets in Manhattan and 
Newark, but you had to rummage 
around in a warehouse to see what 
treasure you could find. And over 
the last few years, due to consoli- 
dations and downsizing, the qual- 
ity of the furniture they were ac- 
quiring was just too good to sell in 
the warehouse. It was undervalued, 
and we were pushing it out to get 
rid of it,” says Finaldi. 

In Mercer Corporate Interiors’ 
6,000 square foot space, three- 
fourths of the stock is pre-owned. 
Finaldi has 50 or 60 chairs, two 
dozen files, desks, office suites, 
and sofas plus inventory that 
can come from the warehouse. The 
firm also does corporate art con- 
sulting and office design. 

Finaldi grew up in Newark, 
where his parents were in the 
manufacturing business, and ma- 
jored in fine arts at New York Uni- 
versity. He lived in Red Bank, 
working for ad agencies, and as a 
marketing consultant for the print 
industry, he helped companies put 
together marketing plans for pub- 
lications. “Then, with Country 
Magazines, we worked with resi- 
dential developers to dress houses 
and put together sales marketing 
centers.” One of his clients was 
North American, which is a major 
buyer of liquidation furniture. 

“A couple of dinners and 
glasses of wine later, we thought 


Continued on page 61 


When you're 37, 


4,200 business trips a 
week are no sweat. 


37 years of business 
travel performance. 


1-800-367-0070 


www.allimo.com 


Offices in Princeton, Piscataway, and Allentown, Pa 


Cadillac is the official fleet vehicle of 
sed by NJ D.O.T. L.C.C. & Ao MCT 


\-| Limousine 
4-00110497 
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Late afternoon, the new poet laureate reads 

at the podium, the auditorium filled 

so that students sit cross-legged 

in the aisles and behind the last row 

of seats. And, of course, everyone laughs. 

Nearly everyone knows the poems, anticipates the 
lines. 

Oh this joy of anticipating the expected! 

In the foyer a young mother with a baby carriage 


a grin at the corners of her mouth. 

And, you, my love, whisper every poem 

as the first hints are dropped 

on stage. What a lovely afternoon! 

The young and the old. The humorous and the serious, 
imbalance and balance all achieved. 

So many people here in this quiet 

place on the same page. 


— Donna J. Gelagotis Lee 
Lee is a freelance medical editor who has had poetry published or 
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Short stories, poetry, and a play from the readers of U.S. 1 
. who hadn’t heard it before, and he was out the __ stripers at about midnight at Santo’s Bait and 
The Young jinx door into... Tackle on Second Street. Yes, the striper, the 
. an d the Sea Stifling heat, the fragrance of the bar’s Saltwater Sportsman’s Sport Fish of dogged 
oe overflowing garbage cans, drifting fast-food strength and mystery migratory patterns that 
smells and yup, Mister, that is definitely piss fights like a Labrador on the end of a stick. In 
: in the vicinity. Yeesh, he mused, leaving a theory, tonight was the night. 
by Randall Kir kpatrick Tavern (“we're air-conditioned” ) where the Thwack! He almost itched forward into 
yle drained the last cool drops of his folks have names like Cholly and Archie and the wash. He regained his balance, turned 
ee of Bud, played the moisture of the Bug-eye, to go fishing for, well what exactly? around and saw the smiling face of Vince Vat- 
heavy glass across his forehead, half in He barely broke stride as he crossed Route erano, whose welcoming back slap reflected 
memory of the long, sweaty drive from Liv- 36. He reached his car, tenderly popped the his twenty years as a mason. 
ingston, half in anticipation of heading back creaking trunk. It was a ’65 Belvidere, gray “Ky, we’re gonna nail ’em tonight,” he 
4 out onto the skinny strip of beach and into the and rust-colored. He caught junk from other said, giving his arm a jarring love tap. Vince 
draping humidity. In fishing terms, it was still fishermen about the car, he caught flak from evinced no signs of the back problem that re- 
early, only 6:30, but he knew to succeed he the partners at the law firm about never driv- sulted in early retirement, generous disability 
had to prepare to succeed, or something like ing this heap to a client’s office. Fat chance payments, and year-round golf and fishing. 
flat Paki, es War Bowe 6 Sive buckeand on that, I’m your basic fresh-out-of-law- “You couldn’t ask for a better mix of condi- 
The Reeling Dolphin was a throwback joint school 70-hour-a-week back-office grunt. tions, my friend. If we all don’t catch our 
‘ el elie dsccovecsdaeedtit cack. Dias asi. Tonight’s it, he said out loud. He’d negoti- limit, PH” 
ter, he was maxed out anyway. ated early release Fridays (4:30) in return for He stopped as a group of fishermen ran 
He quickly slid off the torn green vinyl-cov- indentured servitude the rest of the week. He past, rods in hand, to a spot 50 to 75 yards up 
e ered barstool, fished three quarters from his grabbed his rod, his battered canvas tackle the beach. Vince and Kyle saw the source of 
jeans, placed them on the bar, and raised his bag, and a small soft-sided cooler with water their excitement, as birds whirled and dived, 
hand in a sweeping motion signaling a group and some protein bars inside. Kyle walked picking up bait driven to the surface by a 
speed-goodbye to the regulars. quickly to the wooden steps leading over the school of bluefish. Vince whipped out a mam- 
Cholly started the regulars’ goodbye sere- wall, paused for a moment to survey the moth football-length cast right in the middle 
nade, which was really asking him to stick dozen Or so fishermen spread out over a 150- of the feeding frenzy and immediately hooked 
around for another — and another. “Law boy foot-wide expanse of Nor’easter-diminished a bluefish that had both he and his reel 
got a date with the strippers down the street, beach, and took the last steps down. screaming in delight. In ten minutes, he had 
a not the Stripers cross the street,” he said loud Kyle thought about what would work to- the fish landed, a gleaming 15-pounder which 
enough for the dish washer to hear. night. It was three days before the full moon, he quickly, as was his custom, gave away to 
Okay, that was a good one, Kyle said to which, in theory, boded well for success. The one of the older fishermen. 
bi ele fies to play the trump exit line. orthe Striped bass were beginning to chase bait fish The teasing activity of the school of blue- 
Dolphin’s powerful vacuum will suck ue like bunker and sand eels into the wash, or so fish continued for another 40 minutes, but 
back into my seat. “Ladies, pleaaaase, I’m on he had been led to believe from the local Vince was the only one who could sling his 
a mission from cod.” Groans, thrown lemons, daily’s hazy-truth fishing columns. In theory, 
actual laughter from the few non-regulars meee es mel Ercan pte ber q Continued on page 28 
. 2 
A couple cannot suppress their smiles 
| On the Same Page as the lines rise up like erotic longings. 
— In the James Stewart Theater A woman at the door checks 


forthcoming in the Bitter Oleander, CALYX, A Journal of Art and 
Literature by Women, the Cortland Review, Feminist Studies, Kelsey 
Review, Midwest Quarterly, and Wisconsin Review. 


leans toward the open door. A man with a walker, 
equipped with its own seat, stands in front of her. 


Meet the Writers & Editors 


U.S. 1 hosts a reception for all writers who 
submitted work to this issue on Thursday, 
August 8, from 5 to 7 p.m. at Barnes & No- 
ble at MarketFair on Route 1. All readers are 
invited to meet the writers at this free event. 


Also attending: U.S. 1’s Kathleen McGinn 
Spring and Richard K. Rein, who organized 
the selections for this issue. 


Questions? Call 609-452-7000. 
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609-716-8983 


cwmeoes 9 = DAY-BY-DAY EVENTS, 
wee. |§ JULY 24TO AUGUST 8 


with minimum $25. 


Wednesday 


x The food is very good, service very good, 
* ambiance beautiful & serene. _-The Times. 
+e 


— July24 


Classical Music 


Enjoy Chinese cuisine in our 


elegant dining room or Cakeoudc. 


3 Lunch specials starTing at $5.95 * Westminster Summer Concert 


Series, Westminster Choir Col- 
lege, Bristol Chapel, 609-921- 
2663. Recital by Eva Kuhn, 

cello; and Agnes Poltorak, pi- 
ano. Works by Brahms and 
Beethoven performed by faculty 
members at Westminster Con- 
servatory. Free. 7:30 p.m. 


Master Class, New Hope Per- 
forming Arts Festival, New 


€ntree wich vegetable, 
fried rice or steamed rice. 
Choice o soup or soda. 


~ Served between I: 30am & 3pm. 


we a 
Ee Dinner - € Leganc Dining YY CARS OUG 


Catering for private parties or 


- Seer ~ cialedeeresiys ave Hope Solebury High School, 
G corporate meetings mum IO persons. West Bridge Seat Now Pisae: 
ee 215-862-1699. Jonathan Pell, ar- 
wy 217 Clarksville Road, West Windsor tistic director of the Dallas Op- 
(located in Village Square Shopping Center) era, conducts a master class in 
= Mon.-Thur. 11:30am-9:30pm ¢ Fri. 11:30am-10:30pm conjunction with the Interna- 
~ tional School of Performing Arts. 


Sat. Noon-10:30pm ® Sun. Noon-9:30pm 
“i i J $15 includes performances on 


Saturday, July 27, and Friday, 
August 2. 8 p.m. 


*... just what the area ordered...” 
*... could easily become a standard, and a welcome one...” 
*... every visit to this 78-seat restaurant has left me exuberant...” 


What is The New York Times getting excited about? 


indian cuisine at its best 


masala grill 


19 Chambers Si. Princeton 


609.921.0500 © 


MONDAY /TUESDAY SPECIAL 


HIBACHI DINNER FOR FOUR 
Steak, Chicken & Pork 


$5375 


Also Includes: Hibachi Shrimp Appetizer, 
Japanese Onion Soup, All-You-Can-Eat Salad Bar, 
Fried Rice, Fried Noodles, Hibachi Vegetables 


PLEASE PRESENT COUPON BEFORE ORDERING. Expires 8/27/02 « Not to be | 
combined with any other offer * Offer good Mon. & Tues. only « Not valid on holidays 


SHOGUN - 
ae Mey HIBACHI 

Japanese Cuisine & 

Hibachi Steak House, 


DINNER SPECIAL | 
FOR TWO 
Steak ¢ Shrimp ¢ Chicken 


3376 Route 27 I 

Across from Franklin Town Ctr./Edwards | 93 4 95 

Kendall Park, NJ I 

(732) AOD VAT | Includes: All-You-Can-Eat Salad Bar (except Friday) 


| Soup * Shrimp Appetizer » Hibachi Vegetables 
Business Hours ee Fried Rice » Noodles + Ice Cream 


Lunch: M-F 11:304m to 2:30pm | PLEASE PRESENT COUPON BEFORE ORDERING. Expires 8/30/02 
Not to be combined with any other offer * Not valid on Saturdays and Holidays. 
Dinner: M-Th 4:30- 10pm L ot to be c in i y ; 


F&Sat 4:30-11 Pm |! SHOGUN DINNER FOR TWO | 

Sun 4:00-9:30Pm / Menu D i 

! : : / 

Rooms for All Occasions: | Seafood Teriyaki 

ee ae okies | (Lobster Tail, Shrimp, Scallop and White Fish.) | 

Showers, , i I 

‘Birthdays ; S 36% ' 

eetteore cut | : 
Private Rooms/Up to ve j Includes: Miso Soup * Salad + Gyoza 

saeen nema Up toa) Guests j American Dream Roll + Beef Negimaki + Steamed Rice 

eR DD errs coroner van Grote ote heer Sor eae | 


Outdoor Concerts 


Moonlighters, Lawrence Town- 
ship, Lawrence Township Sen- 
ior Center, 609-844-7048. Sum- 
mer concert series. In case of 
rain, concert moves indoors. 
Free. 6:30 p.m. 


Sweet Adelines, West Windsor 
Board of Recreation, West 
Windsor Senior Center Gazebo, 
Clarksville Road, 609-799-2400. 
Women’s chorus in four-part har- 
mony. 7 p.m. 


Art 


The Figure in Bronze, Toad 
Hall Shop & Gallery, 14 Fair- 
grounds Road, Hamilton, 609- 
586-2366. First day for “The Fig- 
ure in Bronze,” a group show of 
40 figurative sculptures by art- 
ists Itzik Benshalom, Bright Bim- 
pong, Noa Bornstein, Leonda 
Finke, Gyuri Hollosy, Barbara 
Lekberg, and others. Opening re- 
ception is August 3, 2 to 4 p.m., 
for the show that runs to Sep- 
tember 15. 11:30 a.m. 


Drama 


Chicago, Bucks County Play- 
house, 70 South Main Street, 
New Hope, 215-862-2041. Musi- 
cal. $22. 2 and 8 p.m. 


Pericles, New Jersey Shake- 
speare Festival, F.M. Kirby 
Theater, Drew University, Madi- 
son, 973-408-5600. William” 
Shakespeare's early romantic 
drama. $32 to $51. 2 and 8 p.m. 


Hamlet, McCarter Education, 
Mackay Campus Center, Prince- 
ton atari Seminary, 609- 
258-6510. Culmination of the 
summer program for high school 
students. $8. 8 p.m. 


Joseph and the Amazing Tech- 
nicolor Dreamcoat, Open Air 
Theater, Washington Crossing 
State Park, 609-737-1826. An- 
drew Lloyd Weber and Tim Rice 
musical. $8. 8 p.m. 


Crazy For You, Plays-in-the- 
Park, Capestro Theater, 
Roosevelt Park, Route 1 South, 
Edison, 732-548-2884. Musical. 
Bring a chair. $3; children, free. 
8:30 p.m. 


Obedience, New Jersey Interna- 
tional Film Festival, Borders, 
East Brunswick, 732-932-8482. 
Directed by Stanley Milgram, 
1965. Free. 7 p.m. 


Musical Farce: 
Marieke Georgiadis, 
left, and Suzanne 
Houston in ‘Hotel 
d’Amour,’ playing 
weekends through 
August 24 at Off- 
Broadstreet Theater 
in Hopewell. 609-466- 
2766. 


Princeton Country Dancers, 
Princeton Friends School, 470 
Quaker Road, 609-683-7956. 
$5. 8 p.m. 


Hot Spots 


Lovey Williams, JT’s Steak- 
house & Pub, Ramada Inn, 399 
Monmouth Street, East Windsor, 
609-490-0001. Jazz, folk, and 
blues guitar. 7 p.m. 


Jill McCarran Trio, the Corner- 
stone, New and Pearl streets, 
Metuchen, 732-549-5306. Jazz. 
7:30 p.m. 


Third World, Conduit, 439 
South Broad Street, Trenton, 
609-656-1199. 21 plus. 8 p.m. 


Singer Songwriter Series, Ha- 
vana, 105 South Main Street, 
New Hope, 215-862-9897. 9 p.m. 


The Marvelettes, KatManDu, 
Waterfront Park, Route 29, Tren- 
ton, 609-393-7300. $10. 9 p.m. 


Justice on a Budget, Triumph 
Brewing Company, 138 Nas- 
sau Street, 609-924-7855. Con- 
temporary jazz that blends key- 
board, bass, drums, guitar, trom- 
bone, and sax. 9:30 p.m. 


Sports 


Trenton Thunder, Waterfront 
Park, 609-394-8326. Bing- 
hamton. $8. 7:05 p.m. 


Thursday 


July 25 
Classical Music 


Westminster Summer Concert 
Series, Westminster Choir Col- 
lege, Bristol Chapel, 609-921- 
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Open Air Comedy: 
Nell Gwynn and 
Missy Thomas are 
featured in Princeton 
Rep’s ‘As You Like 
It,’ continuing at Com- 
munity Park North to 
July 28. 609-92 1- 
3682. 


MRL VATE ARE LRA NUTR ee GH) 


2663. Chamber orchestra con- 
cert by the Ashgrove Ensemble 
featuring Maurice Boyer, conduc- 
tor and Akiko Hosaki, piano. 
Works by Mozart, Honegger, 

and Ginastera. Free. 7:30 p.m. 


Outdoor Concerts 


Amy Douglas & Industry Stand- 
ard, Greenway, 502 Carnegie 
Center, 732-545-7200. Summer 
lunchtime music series. In case 
of rain, performances are sched- 
uled for the following day. Free. 
Noon. 


Monday Blues, Princeton Shop- 
ping Center, North Harrison 
Street, 609-921-6234. Jim 
McKnight leads the 16-piece 
band. Free. 6 p.m. 


Rick Fiori Swing Band, 
Lawrenceville Main Street, 
Weeden Park, Main Street, 609- 
219-9300. Big band swing 
sounds in the park. Free. 7 p.m. 


Pop Music 


Anger Management Tour, 
Tweeter Center, 1 Harbour 
Boulevard, Camden, 856-338- 
9000. Eminem with Papa 
Roach, Ludacris, Xzibit, and 
Xecutioners. $30 & $40. 6:30 
p.m. 


Chicago, Bucks County Play- 
house, 70 South Main Street, 
New Hope, 215-862-2041. Musi- 
cal. $22. 2 and 8 p.m. 


As You Like It, Princeton Rep 
Shakespeare Festival, Pet- 
toranello Garden, Community 
Park North, Route 206 and 
Mountain Avenue, 609-921- 
3682. Shakespeare’s comedy 
set in the Wild West. Tickets at 
Thomas Sweet, 29 Palmer 
Square, or at theater on the eve- 
ning of the performance. Free. 7 
p.m. 


On the Edge, Cafe Theatre, 
George Street Playhouse, 9 Liv- 
ingston Avenue, New Bruns- 
wick, 908-273-3946. Eight short 
comedies served with coffee, 
cappuccino, and pastries. Play- 
wrights include Norm Foster, Pe- 
ter Cook and Dudley Moore, and 
Jenny Lyn Bader. $18.50 in- 
cludes a coffee. 8 p.m. 


Much Ado About Nothing, 
McCarter Education, Mackay 
Campus Center, Princeton Theo- 
logical Seminary, 609-258-6510. 
Culmination of the summer pro- 
Peg for high schoo! students. 

.8 p.m. 

Pericles, New Jersey Shake- 
speare Festival, F.M. Kirby 
Theater, Drew University, Madi- 
son, 973-408-5600. $32 to $51. 
8 p.m. 

Joseph and the Amazing Tech- 
nicolor Dreamcoat, Open Air 
Theater, Washington Crossing 
State Park, 609-737-1826. Musi- 
cal. $8. 8 p.m. 


The Fantasticks, Princeton 


_-Summer Theater, Hamilton Mur- 


ray Theater, 609-258-7062. Try 
to remember the classic music 
and the story of young love. Di- 
rected by Rachel Miller. Post- 
show discussion. $12 to $14. 8 
p.m. 


Starmites 2002, Step Ii Produc- 
tions, Bucks County College 
Theater, Newtown, PA, 215-946- 
0100. Rock musical written by 
Stuart Ross and Barry Keating. 
Directed by Rob Delcolle and 
Sharon Griffiths. Through July 
27. $15. 8 p.m. 


For You, Plays-in-the- 
,C tro Theater, 
Fsspeuan Fark, Route 1 South, 
Edison, 732-548-2884. Musical. 
$3; children, free. 8:30 p.m. 


Dinner and a Movie: Cool Hand 
Luke, New Brunswick City 
Market, State Theater, Living- 
ston Avenue, New Brunswick, 
732-545-4849. City Market’s 
Thursday night series of classic 
summer movies on the big 
screen of the opulently reno- 
vated RKO theater continues. 
“Cool Hand Luke” begins at 5:30 
p.m. with happy hour in the thea- 
ter lobby with hors d’oeuvres 
from Gaebel’s and cocktails 
from Delta’s. The Paul Newman 
classic film about a non-conform- 
ist who resists authority begins 
at 6:30 p.m. After the show, your 
ticket stub entitles you to receive 
a special discount, prix fixe 
meal, or complimentary dessert 
at any of 18 participating restau- 
rants and bars. $7 at the door. 
5:30 p.m. 


The Garden of the Finzi-Con- 
tinis, Trenton Public Library, 
120 Academy Street, Trenton, 
609-392-7188. 1971 film about a 
wealthy Jewish-ltalian family liv- 
ing in elegance prior to World 
War Il. Italian with English subti- 
tles. Free. 6:30 p.m. 


The Day | Became a Woman, 
South Brunswick Public Li- 
brary, 110 Kingston Lane, Mon- 
mouth Junction, 732-329-4000. 
Feature film about Iran’s patriar- 
chy directed by Marziveh 
Meshkini (2000). In Farsi with 
English subtitles. Free. 7 p.m. 


Literati 


William A. Cook, Barnes & No- 
ble, 869 Route 1 South, North 
Brunswick, 732-545-7966. Wil- 
liam A. Cook, author of “The 
Summer of ’64: A Pennant 
Lost,” has book discussion and 
signing. The 1964 National 
League season, resulting in the 
Cardinals championship, was 
highlighted by trades, no-hitters, 
and a game-winning home run. 
Free. 7:30 p.m. 


Poetry Siam, The Urban Word, 
449 South Broad, Trenton, 609- 
989-7777. Weekly slam hosted. 
by Robert Salup. $5 cover goes 
towards cash prize. 8:30 p.m. 


History 


German Antique Dolls, Kuser 
Farm Mansion, 390 Newkirk 
Avenue, Hamilton, 609-890- 
3630. Exhibit and videos con- 
tinue runs to July 28. Free. 11 
a.m, to 2 p.m. 


Hot Spots 


Ron Kraemer Trio, Mountain 
View Inn, 938 Bear Tavern 
Road, Ewing, 609-530-0707. 
Open blues jam. No cover. 7 
p.m. 


Paradise Jazz Jam, Havana, 
105 South Main Street, New 
Hope, 215-862-9897. Jazz. 9 
p.m. 

Snacks, Triumph Brewing Com- 
pany, 138 Nassau Street, 609- 
924-7855. Kevin Wiggens and 
his “somewhat world renowned 
band.” $3. 10 p.m. 


The Boy Who Cried “Wolf”, 
Westminster Conservatory, 
Yvonne Theater, Rider Univer- 
sity, 609-921-7104. A new 
comic opera based on the clas- 
sic Aesop fable and performed 
by students of the Westminster 


Children’s ra Workshop. 
The show Sara and oo 


Your Full Service Corporate 
Caterer & Event Planner 


“%e Custom Menu Planning 
“%e Corporate Picnics 


Grand Openings, Open Houses & 
Private Parties 


by Michael Jacobsen and 
Danielle Sinclair of Plainsboro. 
Performances continue through 
Sunday, July 28. $5. 7 p.m. 


Outdoor Action 


Butterfly House Tour, Stony 
Brook Millstone Watershed, 
31 Titus Mill Road, Pennington, 
609-737-7592. Join naturalist 
for a tour of the seasonal 
changes occurring in the Kate 
Gorrie Butterfly House. Free. 2 
p.m. 


All baking done on premises. 
Sandwiches and salads prepared fresh daily. 
Fresh brick oven breads. 

Delivery available. 

Call one of our catering consultants 
to assist in your next catered function. 


609-655-0134 * Fax 609-655-0138 


Continued on following page 


FORRESTAL VILLAGE 
609-734-0900 Fax: 609-734-0910 


GOOD FOOD - GOOD PRICES 


Chicken Teriyaki & California Roll $4.99 
Chicken Ketsu & Beef Dumpling $4.99 
_ scallop Teriyaki & Shrimp Tempura .n.eracseee $5.9 
| Tuna Boy Tuna Roll & 4-Pc. Tuna 
| Salmon Boy Salmon Roll & 4-Pc. Salmon... $6.99 


FREE DELIVERY 


2-8:30 p.m. (Minimum order $15) 
Store Hours: Mon-Sat. 10 a.m.-9 p.m. - Sunday 10 a.m.-6 p.m. 


20% OFF 


Orders Placed Between | 
2-9 p.m. Mon-Fri! 
All Day Sat. & Sun. | 

! 

I 

I 


Good on Take-Out 
and Eat-In Only With Coupon. 
Expires 8-31-02 
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Picineceton _ Forrestal “Village _food Court 
Phone 609-452-9099 


Fax 609-452-9199 
Celebrate with us 
Sunday uly 28th from 12 to 6pm 
Live Entertainment 
Daniel Johnson (Fabla) 
Thomas _Slanagan ( Sitar) 
and CIpening Special 
$1.00 Wasala Dosas! 


Hours: Monday-Saturday 1lam-9pm 
Sun. llam-6pm 


Daily Vegetarian Wuffet 12-2pm 
Daily non-vegetarian buffet 12-2pm at 


Nicky’s 
also at Forrestal Village Food Court 
Premium Jodian Curry Sauces 
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wine or spirits. 


CAFE | 


By reservation only. Seatings begin 
at 6 p.m. Bring your favorite 


Champers. 
Walk 2 


CC #t.£ RAN G 


2667 MAIN ST., LAWRENCEVILLE, N.J. 


Fine Dining At A Discount 


50 % OFF 


GOOR-TIME 
yy CHARLEY'S 


4591 Main St. 
(Rt. 27), Kingston 
609-924-7400 


www.gtcharleys.com 
grill, bar & banquet rooms 


PeTTTTLiTtt TLL 
BUY ONE DINNER ENTREE, 


SECOND ENTREE of equal or lesser value 


50 % OFF 


Not valid any other promotions, private rooms, or parties of 7 or more 


USI 


Chambers Walk Café 


Now Serving 


Dinner 


Beginning August 9, join us for dinner on Friday and Saturday 
nights. Experience the same fresh, innovative cuisine you’ve 
come to expect from Chambers Walk. Complete menu selection 
plus fresh-baked artisanal breads and tempting desserts. 


Delivering amazingly delicious food & service that doesn’t miss. 


609-896-5995 « www.chamberswalk.com 


since 1986 


Continued from preceding page 


singles 


Professional & Business Sin- 
gles Network, Union Hotel, 76 
Main Street, Flemington, 800- 
537-3859. After-work social for 
business and personal network- 
ing. $8. 5:30 to 9 p.m. 


Gay People Princeton, Unitar- 
ian Church, 50 Cherry Hill Road, 
609-410-7129. Social. 8 p.m. 

Trenton Thunder, Waterfront 


Park, 609-394-8326. New Brit- 
ain. $8. 7:05 p.m. 


Classical Music 


Alumni Summer Festival, West- 
minster Choir College, 609- 
921-7100. Registration begins 
for the two-day alumni festival 
featuring concerts, workshops, 
and socializing. Also Saturday, 
July 27. Preregister at extension 
234. $35 single day; $65 both 
days. 4 p.m. 


Band du Soleil, New Hope Per- 
forming Arts Festival, New 
Hope Solebury High Schooi, 
West Bridge Street, New Hope, 
215-862-1699. Chamber music 
ensemble, Band du Soleil, offers 
traditional Baroque to jazz and 
spirituals. The program includes 
the overture to “Candide,” a 
Gershwin medley, and music of 
Scott Joplin and Fats Waller. 
$15. 8 p.m. 


Folk Music 


Birthday Show, Minstrel Coffee- 
house, Morris Cultural Center, 
300 Mendham Road, Morris- 
town, 973-335-9489. The Min- 
strel’s 27th birthday show fea- 
tures singers and players cho- 
sen from random drawings be- 
fore the show. $6. 8:30 p.m. 


Outdoor Concerts 


Jason Callaghan Quartet, Mon- 
roe Township, Thompson Park, 
Forsgate Drive, 732-521-4400. 
American and Brazilian swing. 
Bring your chair. Free. 6:30 p.m. 


Summer Concert Series, 
Plainsboro Township, Munici- 
pal Building Plaza, 641 
Plainsboro Road, 609-799- 
0909. Eric Mintel Jazz Quartet. 
Rain location is Plainsboro Mu- 
nicipal Building. Free. 7 p.m. 


Pop Music 


Princeton Meadows Shopping ¢ 


enter, 660 Plainsboro Rd. * Plainsboro « 


Starting at °4°° 


Occasions * BYOB 


609-799-1008 


, Sat., Sun. 11-10 
l\humech Special. 


Open 7 


LEE’S CASTLE 


Hong “Kong, Cantonese & Szechuan Cuisine 


Ki A aN Sink SRABEAL Ht 


We Now Serve Dim Sum 
VAFR + Be A HE Se ER ORE 
Weekends & Holidays | lam-3pm 


Pius Hong Kone Style Food 
Mon.-Thurs. 1 1:30-9:30 « Fri., 


10% Off 


| Entire Check Over $20 | 


ie coupon only. Dinner menu only. Dine-in only 


FREE LOCAL DELIVERY cic.s\0 o:ser) 


Party Room Available, Business meetings, Birthday Parties, Showers. All special 


Davs 


New Voices of 2002, Paper Mill, 
Brookside Drive, Millburn, 973- 
376-4343. “The Magic of Lerner 
& Loewe” featuring 100 of New 
Jersey's best new voices. $20 to 
$35. 7:30 p.m. 


Y100, Tweeter Center, 1 Har- 
bour Boulevard, Camden, 856- 
338-9000. Weezer, Dashboard 
Confessional, Rooney, Home 
Town Hero, and AM Radio. 
$22.50 to $27.50. 7:30 p.m. 


Authentic Thai Cuisine 


Eat-in & Take-Out 


The only Thai Restaurant 
in Princeton 
235C Nassau St., Princeton 
609-683-3896 


609-683-1981 


Mon-Sat 11:30am-10,30em 
Sun 12:00em-10:00em 


Two Photographer Show: Jay Anderson’s ‘Infra- 
red Gauze’ is on view at Gallery 14 in Hopewell 
to August 18 with a reception Friday, July 26 from 


6 to 9 p.m. 609-333-8511. 


As You Like It, Princeton Rep 
Shakespeare Festival, Pet- 
toranello Garden, Community 
Park North, Route 206 and 
Mountain Avenue, 609-921- 
3682. Free. 7 p.m. 


How to Succeed in Business 
Without Really Trying, Actors’ 
NET, 635 North Delmorr Ave- 
nue, Morrisville, 215-295-3694. 
Opening night of Pulitzer Prize 
winning musical about corporate 
greed. Through August 11. $15. 
8 p.m. 


Chicago, Bucks County Play- 
house, 70 South Main Street, 
New Hope, 215-862-2041. Musi- 
cal. $22. 8 p.m. 


On the Edge, Cafe Theatre, 
George Street Playhouse, 9 Liv- 
ingston Avenue, New Bruns- 
wick, 908-273-3946. Eight short 
comedies served with coffee, 
cappuccino, and pastries. 
$18.50 includes a coffee. & p.m. 


Hamlet, McCarter Education, 
Mackay Campus Center, Prince- 
ton Theological Seminary, 609- 
258-6510. Culmination of the 
summer program for high 
school students. $8. 8 p.m. 


Pericles, New Jersey Shake- 
speare Festival, F.M. Kirby 
Theater, Drew University, Madi- 
son, 973-408-5600. William 
Shakespeare's early romantic 
drama. $32 to $51. 8 p.m. 


Hotel d’Amour, Off-Broadstreet 
Theater, 5 South Greenwood 
Avenue, Hopewell, 609-466- 
2766. $22.50 & $24. 8 p.m. 


Joseph and the Amazing Tech- 
nicolor Dreamcoat, Open Air 


Aunt Lis’™ Gourmet | 


Sweetbread, Inc. 


Experience a difference in | 


breads. 


select blend ol spices 
Keach 


packed with fresh lruuts 


sweetbread is 


\nd its sweet to boot 


bht www.800swhbread.com J 


Aunt Lis uses af 


Theater, Washington Crossing 
State Park, 609-737-1826. Musi- 
cal. $8. 8 p.m. 


The Fantasticks, Princeton 
Summer Theater, Hamilton 
Murray Theater, 609-258-7062. 
Musical. $12 to $14. 8 p.m. 


Bye Bye, Birdie, Ritz Theater, 
915 White Horse Pike, Oaklyn, 
856-858-5230. A ’50s favorite. 
$15 to $18. 8 p.m. 


Starmites 2002, Step Il Produc- 
tions, Bucks County College 
Theater, Newtown, PA, 215-946- 
0100. Rock musical. $15. 8 p.m. 


Footloose, Villagers Theater, 
475 DeMoit Lane, Somerset, 
732-873-2710. Opening night 
for the musical about dancing 
presented by Teens Vill. $14. 8 
p.m. 


Othello, Westwind Repertory, 
Hun School, Edgerstoune Road, 
609-397-7331. Shakespeare's 
classic tragedy features M.A. 
Young in the title role, Tara Lan- 
gella as Desdemona, and Nicho- 
las Andrefsky as lago. Julia 
Ohm directs. $15. 8 p.m. 


Crazy For You, Plays-in-the- 
Park, Capestro Theater, 
Roosevelt Park, Route 1 South, 
Edison, 732-548-2884. Musical. 


_ $3; children, free. 8:30 p.m. 


Dinner Theater 


Murder Mystery Dinner, 5th 
Avenue Bistro, Route 33, Hight- 
stown, 609-443-5598. Dinner 
and interactive mystery. Reser- 
vations, $42. 7:30 p.m. 


The Beast of All Hallows Eve, 
New Jersey International Film 
Festival, Voorhees 105, Col- 
lege Avenue Campus, New 
Brunswick, 732-932-8482. Di- 
rected by April Allridge, 2001. 
Also “The Waters of Casab- 
lanca,” directed by Gregg Vier- 
mann, 2002; and “Shelter,” di- 
rected by Anne Lewis, 2001. $5. 
7 p.m. 


CD Release Party, Princeton 
Country Dancers, Titusvile Fire- 
house, 609-683-7956. “Red Star 
Line” CD release party features 
Phillipe Callens with members 
of Hold the Mustard and A Joy- 
ful Noise. $8. 8 p.m. 
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Hot Air Fest: Over 
125 hot air balloons 
will take to the skies 
at the Solberg Airport 
in Readington on Fri- 
day, July 26, 27 and 
28. 800-HOT-AIR-9. 


ATO SASS ARAGON LT 


Mercer County 4-H Fair, Skating 
Center, Mercer County Park, 
609-989-6833. See 4-H animals 
and exhibits, pet shows, and 
Crafts, with hay rides, face paint- 
ing, midway rides, entertain- 
ment, and food. Fair continues 
Saturday and Sunday, July 27 
and 28. Free admission and free 
parking. 10 a.m. to 9 p.m. 


Quick Chek New Jersey Festi- 
val of Ballooning, Solberg Air- 
port, Readington, 800-HOT- 
AIR9. The 20th annual festival, 
with more than 125 multicolored 
balloons dotting the skies today, 
through Sunday, July 28. Friday 
night rock concert features the 
Dave Mason Band. $20 adults; 
$10 children. 6 to 10 p.m. 


Balloons launch with the sun, 
6:30 a.m. on Saturday and Sun- 
day; evening lifts are at 6:30 
p.m., Friday through Sunday. 


Grounds open until 10 p.m., with 


concerts, food, arts and crafts 
exhibits. Tethered and non-teth- 
ered balloon rides available. 


British-born rock legend Dave 
Mason has a 38-year career in- 
cluding solo hits and with band 
Traffic. His “Feelin’ Alright,” 
penned when he was 19, has 
been covered by over 48 artists. 


Health 8 Wellness 


Blood Drive, American Red 


Cross, Dutch Neck First Presby- 
terian Church, South Mill and Vil- 


lage Road, West Windsor, 800- 
448-3543. 2 to 7:30 p.m. 


Critical Mass Bike Ride, Palmer 


Square, 609-924-5138. Critical 
Mass, an international move- 
ment that promotes cycling as 
transportation, takes a one-hour 
spin through town. Pace is lei- 
surely and any kind of bike will 
do. Group meets monthly. Rain 
cancels. Website: www.critical- 
masshub.com. Free. 5:30 p.m. 


Samadhi Meditation, Simply 
Yoga, Kingston Mall Shopping 


Center, 609-924-7751. Introduc- 


tion to Living in Freedom, a 
meditation and pranayama pro- 
gram for youths and adults over 
13. Three-week program begins 
on Friday, August 2. Donation. 
7:30 p.m. 


Hot Spots 


John Bianculli Trio, Sawadee 
Thai Cuisine & Bar, 400 Main 
Street, Metuchen, 732-549- 
8383. Jazz with John Bianculli 
on piano. No cover. 7:30 p.m. 


Marah, Conduit, 439 South 
Broad Street, Trenton, 609-656- 
1199. With Casual Blue and En- 
joy. Over 21. $10. 8 p.m. 


B.D. Lenz, The Urban Word, 
449 South Broad, Trenton, 609- 
989-7777. Jazz night. 8:30 p.m. 


Ron Kraemer & the Hurricanes, 
Lambertville Station Pub, 11 
Bridge Street, Lambertville, 609- 
397-4400. Blues. 9 p.m. 


Ackerman/Purvis Group, the 
Cornerstone, New and Pear! 
streets, Metuchen, 732-549- 
5306. Jazz. 9 p.m. 


Herd of Blues, Havana, 105 
South Main Street, New Hope, 
215-862-9897. Blues. 9:30 p.m. 


Castle Brown, Old Bay Restau- 
rant, New Brunswick, 732-246- 
3111. R&B. 10 p.m. 


The Saras, Triumph Brewing, 
138 Nassau Street, 609-924- 
7855. Steph Sanders and Anna 
Soloway duo, two Jersey girls 
who play guitar and piano, sing 
in harmony, and write songs 
rooted in folk-rock jazz, and 
blues. $5. 10:30 p.m. 


Spring, Borders Books, 601 
Nassau Park, 609-514-0040. 


Folk-pop singer songwriter. 
Free. 8 p.m. 


Kids Stuff 


Theater Workshop, Princeton 


Summer Theater, Hamilton Mur- 


ray Theater, 609-258-7062. Reg- 
ister. $25. 1 to 4 p.m. 


For Families 


Midsummer Night’s Dream, 
Princeton Public Library, 
Princeton Shopping Center, 
North Harrison, 609-924-9529. 
Scenes from Shakespeare’s “A 
Midsummer Night’s Dream” per- 
formed by actors Carol 
Thompson, Janet Quartarone, 
Brian Bara, and George Hart- 
pence. Flutists Cynthia Cordes 
and Amy Wolfe perform works 
by Mendelssohn. Children craft 
project. Free. 7:30 p.m. 


Science Lectures 


Star Gazing, Amateur Astrono- 
mers Association of Prince- 
ton, Simpson Observatory, 
Washington Crossing State 
Park, 609-393-2565. The public 
is invited to join AAAP members 
to view a myriad of celestial ob- 
jects. Sessions run from twilight 
to 11:30 p.m. Website: 
www.princetonastronomy.org. 
Free. 7:30 p.m. 


Singles 


Singles Speak-Up Toastmas- 
ters, Mary Jacobs Library, 64 
Washington Street, Rocky Hill, 
908-448-6434. Improve your 
public speaking skills and net- 
work with professional singles. 
7:30 p.m. 


SingleFaces, Woodbridge Shera- 
ton, 515 Route 1 South, Iselin, 
732-817-9292. Dance party for 
30s to 50s, $12. 9 p.m. 


Sports 


Trenton Thunder, Waterfront 
Park, 609-394-8326. New Brit- 
ain. $8. 7:05 p.m. 


Saturday 


July 27 


Alumni Summer Festival, West- 
minster Choir College, 609- 
921-7100. Two-day alumni festi- 
val continues featuring concerts, 


- workshops, and socializing. Pre- 


register at extension 234. $65 
weekend; $35 Saturday only. 
9:30 a.m. 


Recorder Workshop, American 
Recorder Society, Unitarian 
Church School, 45 North Gaston 
Avenue, Suite 1D, Somerville, 
415-39-8163. Workshop for stu- 
dents, parents, and teachers ex- 
plores pieces by Kodaly, Orff, 
Suzuki, Fortin, and Purcell. Ob- 
servers are welcome. Register. 
$20. 11 a.m. to 3 p.m. 


Westminster Summer Concert 


Series, Westminster Choir Col- 
lege, Bristol Chapel, 609-921- 
2663. Richard Rodgers at 100 
Years celebrates the contribu- 
tions of the composer to the 
Broadway stage in the year of 
the centenary anniversary of his 
birth. Soprano Nancy Froysland 


Hoerl, tenor Patrick Schmit, 
and pianist Frank Abrahams. 
Free. 7:30 p.m. 


Master Class, New Hope Per- 
forming Arts Festival, New 
Hope Solebury High School, 
West Bridge Street, New Hope, 
215-862-1699. “An Evening of 
Opera Scena” features arias, du- 
ets, and semi-staged ensemble 
works performed by Interna- 
tional School of Performing Arts’ 
faculty and participants. Call for 
ticket. 8 p.m. 


Outdoor Concerts 


4-H Club Night, Music-in-the- 
Park, Mercer County Park, West 
Windsor, 609-989-6899. Music- 
in-the-Park Summer concert. 
Bring chairs, blankets, picnics. 
No raindate. Free. 7 p.m. 


New Voices of 2002, Paper Mill, 
Brookside Drive, Millburn, 973- 
376-4343. “The Magic of Lerner 
& Loewe” featuring 100 of New 
Jersey’s best new voices. $20 to 
$35. 7:30 p.m. 


The Who, Tweeter Center, 1 
Harbour Boulevard, Camden, 
856-338-9000. The British leg- 
ends. $35 & $75. 8 p.m. 


Continued on following page 
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the village shopper 

1378 rt. 206 © skillman * 609-252-0880 
4 Miles North of the Heart of Princeton 

visit us on the web at www.cibocale.com 

it’s worth the drive! 


Join us every Friday night for unforgettable fun & music 


with Arturo Romay from 6 to 9 pm 

BYOB - Private Dining for Your Business Meetings 
Open Monday - Saturday Lunch & Dinner 
Sunday Breakfast & Dinner 


= 
I ONLY $7.00 f ONLY $6.00 1 $2.00 OFF | 
! Small Salad Soup Any Style |! 
& & Salad Large 
Combo Pizza 


1378 Rt. 206 1378 Rt. 206 
I ci bo Skillman I ci bo Skitiman 


609-252-0880 | 609-252-0880 ! “ 609-262-0880 


Entree 


Buy One Entree at Regular 
Price and Receive 2nd 
Entree of Equal of Lesser 
Value at Half Price 


° 
Sandwich 
. 1378 Rt. 206 : 1378 Rt. 206 
C1 DO skitman 1C 1 BDO skitman 
she: 1 900-262-60he 9 4 ate 
With this coupon « Not valid with 


fine indian dining : 
You have tried the rest, now try the best. ap 
SAT-SUN BRUNCH BUFFET 
Authentic Kerala Dishes « Vegetables « Meat « Fish 


- 42-3pm$10.95 ay 
tue Experience the True Taste of South Indian & KERALA Cuisine sels 
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Franklin Towne Center (close to Stop & Shop) 
3391 Route 27 « Franklin Park, NJ 08823 
732-422-1163 * www.cochincove.com 
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Pick-up only 
Every Day 
Special 


Pasta Specials } 


Pasta Perfect Lunch 
any cream sauce 
$4.99 any tomato 

sauce $3.99 includes 

small soda & bread. 


Sie. “Sak oe Cet BS 


| $5 Off | 


1  Any$25order | 
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Pizza 


Any slice 
Cannot be com 
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-| PIZZA A 4  Any$50order | 
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Sub, Soda & 


Chips 


Corporate Catering 
M-F 11-9 * Sun 12-6 


Take-out & Catering 
Service Available. 


Fresh Made To Order Sushi 


Freshness is what matters in Sushi. 
Comparable in quality & freshness to the 
Jinest restaurants in the area. 


Teriyaki Boy can't be beat for its combination of 
well prepared food and inexpensive prices. 
Princeton Living 


over 20 Sushi selections from $2.29 


Choose from Teriyaki, Tempura, Udon or Combos & Platters. 


All food is cooked 
to order in lOO% vegetable oil. 


MARKETFAIR 


609-897-7979 Fax: 609-897-1204 
Mon-Thurs. |0am-9pm, Fri-Sat 10am-! 0pm, Sun | lam-7:30pm 
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ICHIBAN 


JAPANESE CUISINE 


Take Out Sit Down 


LOS 
Gis 
Catering 


Over 25 Lunch Specials from $5.50 


Chef's Daily Specials 
Limited Orders 
Available 


66 Witherspoon St., Princeton 


Across from the Princeton Public Library 


609-683-8323 


Open 7 Days 


COUPON 
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| Yes! We now carry Starbucks ‘ 
| & Bucks County Coffees. 
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¢ We roast the finest Columbian blends 4 
¢ Ask about our many gourmet flavors available j 
¢ Ask about our service and referral plans | 
I 

i 
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800-698-6656 
215-943-5977 
www.nebev.com 


| NorthEast” _www.nebev.com 


: Beverage ‘Call for 3 Day Free Trial, 


Se Se 


The Dette ot Doral orrestal 


Continued from preceding page 


Art 


Summer Exhibition, Grounds 
for Sculpture, 18 Fairgrounds 
Road, Hamilton, 609-586-0616. 
Opening reception for the sea- 
sonal outdoor sculpture exhibi- 
tion. In the Museum and Domes- 
tic Arts Buildings: Tri-State 
Sculptors’ Guild, recent work by 
35 artists of North Carolina, 
South Carolina, and Virginia. 
New additions outdoors by Wal- 


ter Dusenbery, John Henry, Hart- 


mut Stielow, Rhea Zinman, and 
others. Show runs to September 
29. Regular park admission $4 to 
$10. First public day, Tuesday, 
July 30. Reception by invitation 
only; raindate July 28. 2 to 6 p.m. 


Gordon Haas, Premier Fine Art 
Gallery, 200 Union Square 
Drive, New Hope, 215-862- 
2112. Opening reception for 
“The Early Poth 8 by Gordon 
Haas, an exhibit of 40 paintings 
with subject matter ranging from 
harness racing and wildlife to 
landscape and city scenes. A 
second reception takes place 
Sunday, July 28, from 2 to 6 
Pf. Free. 5 to 9 p.m. 


Pericles, New Jersey Shake- 
speare Festival, F.M. Kirby 
Theater, Drew University, Madi- 
son, 973-408-5600. William 
Shakespeare’s early romantic 
drama. $32 to $51. 2 and 8 p.m. 


Starmites 2002, Step Il Produc- 
tions, Bucks County College 
Theater, Newtown, PA, 215-946- 
0100. Rock musical. $15. 2 and 
8 p.m. 


Chicago, Bucks County Play- 
house, 70 South Main Street, 
New Hope, 215-862-2041. Musi- 
cal. $22. 4 and 8 p.m. 


As You Like It, Princeton Rep 
Shakespeare Festival, Pet- 
toranello Garden, Community 
Park North, Route 206 and 


i 


‘Footloose’: Whitney Lynn Smith and Alex Onish 
star in Villager’s TeenVill show in Somerset, July 
26 through August 11. 732-873-2710. 


ae PS 


Mountain Avenue, 609-921- 
3682. Shakespeare’s comedy 
set in the Wild West.‘Free. 7 
p.m. 


How to Succeed in Business 


Without Really Trying, Actors’ 


NET, 635 North Delmorr Ave- 
nue, Morrisville, 215-295-3694. 
Musical. $15. 8 p.m. 


On the Edge, Cafe Theatre, 
George Street Playhouse, 9 Liv- 
ingston Avenue, New Bruns- 
wick, 908-273-3946. Eight short 
comedies served with coffee, 
Cappuccino, and pastries. 
$18.50 includes a coffee. 8 p.m. 


Much Ado About Nothing, 
McCarter Education, Mackay 


Campus Center, Princeton Theo- 

logical Seminary, 609-258-6510. 

Culmination of the summer pro- 
ram for high school students. 
8.8 p.m. 


Hotel d’Amour, Off-Broadstreet 
Theater, 5 South Greenwood 
Avenue, Hopewell, 609-466- 
2766. $22.50 & $24. 8 p.m. 


Joseph and the Amazing Tech- 
nicolor Dreamcoat, Open Air 
Theater, Washington Crossing 
State Park, 609-737-1826. Final 
performance. $10. 8 p.m. 


The Fantasticks, Princeton 
Summer Theater, Hamilton Mur- 
ray Theater, 609-258-7062. Mu- 
sical. $12 to $14. 8 p.m. 


LIGHT MENU 


* Island Music from 5:00-9:00pm 


Come Thursday & Friday 4:00-10pm 


5ISNW LWaUD 


Rain or Shine...Hopefully Shine! 


You 
There! 


Doral Forrestal Hotel, 
Conference Center & Spa 


GOoopD TIMES 


609-452-7800 ext. 5245 


Watch 


Special 
Promos 


100 College Road East * Princeton, Nj 08540 v4, Summe 
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Children’s Fable: 
The Westminster 
Conservatory Youth 
Opera Workshop pre- 
sents ‘The Boy Who 
Cried Wolf’ at the 
Yvonne Theater of 
Rider University, July 
25 to 28. 609-921- 
7104. 


PAE ERR 


Bye Bye, Birdie, Ritz Theater, 
915 White Horse Pike, Oaklyn, 
856-858-5230. Musical. $15 to 
$18. 8 p.m. 


Footloose, Villagers Theater, 
475 DeMott Lane, Somerset, 
732-873-2710. Musical. $14. 8 
p.m. 


Othello, Westwind Repertory, 
Hun School, Edgerstoune Road, 
609-397-7331. Shakespeare’s 
classic tragedy. $15. 8 p.m. 


Crazy For You, Plays-in-the- 
Park, Capestro Theater, 
Roosevelt Park, Route 1 South, 
Edison, 732-548-2884. Musical. 
Bring a chair. $3; children, free. 
8:30 p.m. 


Dinner Theater 


Murder Mystery Dinner Train, 
Flemington, 609-443-5598. Inter- 
active show on an old-time loco- 
motive. Also Sunday. $55. 3:30 
p.m. 


Film 

Rear Window, New Jersey Inter- 
national Film Festival, High- 
land Park Middle School, North 
5th Avenue and Montgomery, 
Highland Park, 732-932-8482. 
Outdoor screening of Alfred 
Hitchcock’s 1954 masterpiece 
starring Jimmy Stewart as a 


housebound reporter who wit- 
nesses a murder. Free. 9 p.m. 


Book Sale, Plainsboro Public 
Library, 641 Plainsboro Road, 
609-275-2897. Monthly book 
sale benefit. Hardbacks $1, pa- 
perbacks $.50. Miscellaneous 
media and art at bargain prices. 
Everything half-price from 3 to 4 
p.m. 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. 


Donna Fletcher, Sisters in 
Crime, Monmouth County Li- 
brary, 125 Symmes Drive, 
Manalapan, 732-750-4762. 
Nancy Cornell, who writes for 
the children’s mystery market, 
will discuss how the genre has 
changed from the 1930s to the 
present. Free. 10:30 a.m. 


Wine Tasting Benefit, Delaware 
& Raritan Greenway, Green- 
way Meadows, 609-924-4646. 
Benefit gala wine tasting in 
Greenway Meadows at the turn- 
of-the century barn owned by 
D&R Greenway. This is the sec- 
ond of 14 benefit Galas collec- 
tively known as the 2002 Good 
Time Galas for the Greenway 
hosted by area land lovers. Call 
to register, $75. 5 to 7 p.m. 


Tom Moore & Richard Swain, 
Crosswicks Meeting, 
Crosswicks Meeting House, 609- 
278-8191. Benefit concert for 
Trenton Area Soup Kitchen fea- 
tures Tom Moore on flute and 
Richard Swain on piano, with 
contemporary music from Brazil. 
$10 donation.8 p.m. 


Quick Chek New Jersey Festi- 
val of Ballooning, Solberg Air- 
port, Readington, 800-HOT- 
AIR. The 20th annual festival 
continues with more than 125 
multicolored balloons dotting the 
skies through Sunday, July 28. 


- Festival website is at www.bal- 


loonfestival.com. Saturday 
night rock concert features Hall 
& Oates at 8 p.m. At the gate: 
$20 adults; $10 children. 6 a.m. 
to 10 p.m. 

Balloons launch with the sun, 
6:30 a.m. on Saturday and Sun- 
day; evening lifts are at 6:30 


it 4 ee 
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p.m., Friday through Sunday. 
Grounds open until 10 p.m., with 
concerts, food, arts and crafts 
exhibits. Tethered and non-teth- 
ered balloon rides. 


Mercer County 4-H Fair, Skating 
Center, Mercer County Park, 
609-989-6833. See 4-H animals 
and exhibits, pet shows, and 
crafts, with hay rides, face paint- 
ing, midway rides, entertain- 
ment, and food. Fair continues 
Sunday, July 28. Free admis- 
sion and free parking. 10 a.m. 
to 9 p.m. . 


Once in a Bluegrass Moon, 
Four Sisters Winery, 
Matarazzo Farms, 783 County 
Route 519, Belvidere, 908-475- 
3671. Music, watermelon seed 
spitting contest, grape-stomping, 
wine seminars, tastings, tours. 
$9. Noon to 6 p.m. 


Food & Dining 


Food and Wine Festival, Gar- 
den State Wine Growers Asso- 
ciation, CornerCopia, Princeton- 
Hightstown Road, East Windsor, 
609-588-0085. Fresh Jersey pro- 
duce with samples and tastings 
from restaurants, eight wineries 
offering samples and sales, dis- 
plays from agricultural living his- 
tory farms, wine-related crafts, 
and live music. Also Sunday, 
July 28. $12. Noon to 5 p.m. 


Tai Chi, Morris Davison Park bas- 
ketball court, Plainsboro Road, 
908-874-6940. Free. 7:30 a.m. 


Yoga & Acupressure Retreat, 
Holistic Convergence, Holiday 
Inn, Jamesburg, 800-704-6137. 
Prabhat Mittra of Holistic Conver- 
gence Inc. offers a two-day re- 
treat for learning and practicing 
yoga. $95 for two days, $55 for 
one day. Also Sunday, July 28. 

9 a.m. 


Biood Drive, Plainsboro Public 
Library, 641 Plainsboro Road, 
609-275-2897. 10 a.m. to 3 p.m. 


Hot Spots 


John Bianculli Trio, 5th Ave. 
Bistro, 351 Franklin Street, 
Hightstown, 609-443-9600. Jazz 
with John Bianculli, Earl Sauls, 
and Ed Ornowski. 7:30 p.m. 


Warren Chiasson Trio, the Cor- 
nerstone, New and Pearl 
streets, Metuchen, 732-549- 
5306. Jazz. 9 p.m. 


Lonnie Shields, Old Bay Res- 
taurant, New Brunswick, 732- 
246-3111. Blues from the Delta. 
10 p.m. 


French Cookin Blues Band, Tri- 
umph Brewing, 138 Nassau 
Street, 609-924-7855. Blues. $5. 
10:30 p.m. 


Acme Music Co., Hopewell Bis- 
tro & Inn, 15 East Broad Street, 
Hopewell, 609-466-9889. Jazz 
vocals. Dinner and dancing. 7 
p.m. 


Rebecca Jensen, The Urban 
Word, 449 South Broad, Tren- 
ton, 609-989-7777. Singer-song- 
writer performs original acoustic 
music. 8:30 p.m. 


Cafe Improv, Arts Council of 
Princeton, 102 Witherspoon 
Street, 609-924-8777. Music, 
comedy, and poets in the 
monthly series at the Loft Stu- 
dio. $1. 9 p.m. 


Kids Stuff 


Barnes & Noble, MarketFair, 
609-897-9250. Stories from “Gig- 
gle, Giggle, and Quack” and 
“Click, Clack, Moo” by Doreen 
Cronin. Free. 11 a.m. 


insects and their Kind, Wash- 
ington Crossing State Park, 
Visitor Center, Titusville, 609- 
737-0609. Kids ages six to ten 
explore insects and inverte- 
brates through a variety of me- 
dia. Register. Free. 1 p.m. 


Planetarium Shows, New Jer- 
sey State Museum Planetar- 
ium, 205 West State Street, 
Trenton, 609-292-6303. “The 
Great Space Treasure Hunt” at 
1 and 3 p.m. “Sky Quest” at 2 
p.m. Saturdays and Sundays 
through September 1. $3; $2, un- 
der 12.1 p.m. 


Broom Making, Mercer Mu- 
seum, Pine and Ashland 
streets, Doylestown, 215-345- 
0210. Sam Moyer presents 
broom making using long stalk 
grass. Free with museum admis- 
sion of $6; $2.50 for children 6 
to 17.2 p.m. 


Evening Hayrides, Howell Liv- 
ing History Farm, Valley Road, 
off Route 29, Titusville, 609-737- 
3299. Horsedrawn rides of 20 
minutes carry visitors over the 
lanes of the 130-acre working 
farm. Wheelchair accessible 
wagon is available with reserva- 
tion. Free. 5 to 8 p.m. 


Family Theater 


Raggedy Ann and Andy, Bris- 
tol Riverside Theater, 120 Rad- 
cliffe Street, Bristol, 215-785- 
0100. Children’s theater. $7. 11 
a.m. 


The Wizard of Oz, Bucks 
County Playhouse, 70 South 
Main Street, New Hope, 215- 
862-2041. Children’s theater. 
$7. 11 a.m. and 1 p.m. 


Morning Bird Walk, Delaware & 
Raritan Canal State Park, 
Blackwells Mill Road, 732-873- 
3050. Join the park naturalist for 
a leisurely morning of bird watch- 
ing. Binoculars welcome. Regis- 
ter. Free. 9 a.m. 


Guided Tours, Bowman’s Hill 
Wildflower Preserve, River 
Road, New Hope, Pennsylvania, 
215-862-2924. Daily walking 
tour through October. $5. 2 p.m. 


Nassau Racquet and Tennis 
Club, 1800 Route 206, Skill- 
man, 908-359-8730. Weekend 
adult tennis camp includes two 
days of tennis instruction, swim- 
ming, match play, and swim- 
ming. All levels are welcome. 
Half day, full day, or both days 
available. $109 to $259. 9 a.m. 
to 3:30 p.m 

SingleFaces, Clarion Hotel and 
Towers, 2055 Lincoln Highway, 
Edison, 732-817-9292. Dance 
party, $12. 9 p.m. 


Continued on following page 


CA CEs P/Y. he : 


Presents 


Jay Anderson: 
“VARIATIONS 


WITH NUDES” 


July 26 - 
August 18, 2002 
Reception 

July 26 6-9 PM 


“Infrared Gauze” © Jay Anderson 


For further information call 609-333-8511 
14 Mercer Street * Hopewell, NJ 
www.photogallery14.com 


Gallery 14 Photographers: Robert Borsuk 


M.J. Goodkind DF Connors 
Rhoda Kassof-lsaac Heinz Gartigruber 
David H. Miller Jay Anderson 
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Promotions 
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Catering 


YOUR MESSAGE “ON” A BOTTLE 


Have your consumers cool down with one of the hottest 
promotional concepts in years .............. Personalized labeled 
spring water in convenient I6 oz. hand out bottles. 


See for yourself! Ask for a sample bottle 


with your personalized label (no obligation). 


16.9 oz. or 5 Gallon Bottles @Water Cooler Rental or Sales 
Your Local Fu// Service Bottled Spring Water Company 


Polar inc. 1-800-554-2001 


Joanne Dailey, LCSW 
166 Bunn Drives Suite 101 * Princeton * New Jersey 08540 


609-683-0002 — 


THERAPY FOR WOMEN 


Relationship Issues 
Sexual Trauma 
Depression 
Anxiety 


Ms. Dailey, a Princeton psychotherapist for 
16 years, has helped many women < 
work through life obstacles and 

move toward wholeness. : 


Traditional Insurance Plans Accepted _ ‘ ; 


a 
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Then stop in The Greedy Fox, where you can get completely unbiased 

and professional help with stocks because WE HAVE NO TIES and, 

therefore are completely independent. And we're backed by an I] year 

top performance, including trading accounts with returns over 20% in 
both vear 2000 and 2001. 


Sign up for our 
FREE SEMINARS 
including: 

Picking stocks 

@ Market Psychology, 
¢ How to Value 
Stocks... & more 


THE GREEDY Fox 


Services provided by: 
DiCosimo Capital Management L.L.C. 
RHS Investment Services 


Call or sign up at 
www. greedyfox.com 


3679A Nottingham Way, Hamilton Square 609-587-9501 


* Past performance is no guarantee of future results. 


Electrolysis 
“Permanent Har REMC 


By June Sweeney CPE 
. BOARD CERTIFIED ELECTROLOGIST 
* Most Technologically 
Advanced Equipment 
* Individual, sterilized 
disposable probes 


* Physicians methods of sterilization 
* FREE private consultations cS 
* Servicing both men and women 


Conveniently located off Rt. 1 behind the 
Princeton Hyatt at 12 Roszel Road, West Windsor 


Call for an appointment 


(cr) 609-520-9632 


_ ANYSERVICE _ 
 WITHTHISAD 


Become a Pilot in 2002 


Fly to your next vacation spot by Summer 


START TODAY! 
Introductory 
Lesson 


S49 & Up 


Princeton Airport 


Rt. 206, Princeton, NJ, 609-921-3100 
Open Every Day From 8:00am to 6:00pm 


EVERY AGE HAS 
ITS COSMOLOGY AND THEOLOGY 
THAT SHAPE THE WAY 
WE THINK AND FEEL! 
WE TEACH PHILOSOPHY AND HISTORY. 


HALF THE TUITION TWICE THE EDUCATION 


A classical , liberal arts education for elementary students 


ROUTE 518, RAMBLING PINES, HOPEWELL, NJ (609) 924-2206 
WWW.PRINCETONLATINACADEMY.COM 


OPEN HOUSE 
SUNDAY, 25TH 
12:00 — 2:00 PM 
GRADES K-9 


AUGUST 


July 27 
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Sports 


Prince James E. Cryan Memo- 
rial Tennis Tournament, Mer- 
cer County Outdoor Tennis Cen- 
ter, Mercer County Park, West 
Windsor, 609-448-2088. First 
day for the 37th annual tennis 
tourney featuring divisions in 
men’s open and B singles and 
doubles, women’s open singles 
and doubles, women’s B sin- 
gles, and mixed open doubles. 
The men’s open singles winner 
receives $1,000; the women’s 
singles winner receives $400. 
Tournament continues through 
Saturday, August 3. Proceeds 
benefit Contact of Mercer 
County. 8 a.m. 


The event is also known by ten- 
nis aficionados as the “Little 
U.S. Open of Mercer County.” 
Played on 22 courts, people 
come from all over to play. The 
event reaches out to tennis play- 
ers primarily from Mercer 
County including top-seeded lo- 
cal pros (A level) and club play- 
ers (B level). 

Trenton Thunder, Waterfront 


Park, 609-394-8326. New Brit- 
ain. $8. 7:05 p.m. 


Pop Music 
New Voices of 2002, Paper Mill, 
Brookside Drive, Millburn, 973- 
376-4343. “The Magic of Lerner 
& Loewe” featuring 100 of New 


Jersey’s best new voices. $20 to 
$35. 3 p.m. 


Art 


September 11 Quilts, Montgom- 
ery Center for the Arts, 1860 
House, 124 Montgomery Road, 
609-921-3272. First day for 
“September 11 Quilts: An exhibi- 
tion of memorial art quilts” cu- ~ 
rated by Drunell Levinson of 
New York. Levinson will give a 
talk on the show on Sunday, Au- 
gust 4, at 2 p.m. On view to Sep- 
tember 1. Free. 1 pm to 4 p.m. 


Heroic Pastorals, Firestone Li- 
brary, Milberg Gallery, Prince- 
ton University, 609-258-3184. 
Rebecca Davidson, curator of 
Graphic Arts, gives a tour of the 
exhibit “Heroic Pastorals: Im- 
ages of the American Land- 
scape.” Free. 3 p.m. 


Much Ado About Nothing, 
McCarter Education, Mackay 
Campus Center, Princeton Theo- 
logical Seminary, 609-258-6510. 
Clumination of the five-week pro- 

ram for high school students. 
8.1 p.m. 


Chicago, Bucks County Play- 
house, 70 South Main Street, 
New Hope, 215-862-2041. Musi- 
cal. $22. 2 p.m. 


Pericles, New Jersey Shake- 
speare Festival, F.M. Kirby 
Theater, Drew University, Madi- 
son, 973-408-5600. William 
Shakespeare’s early romantic 
drama. $32 to $51. 2 p.m. 


The Fantasticks, Princeton 
Summer Theater, Hamilton Mur- 
ray Theater, 609-258-7062. Mu- 
sical. $12 to $14. 2 p.m. 


Bye Bye, Birdie, Ritz Theater, 
915 White Horse Pike, Oaklyn, 
856-858-5230. Musical. $15. 2 
p.m. 


Footloose, Villagers Theater, 
475 DeMott Lane, Somerset, 
732-873-2710. Musical. $14. 2 
p.m. 


Hotel d’Amour, Off-Broadstreet 
Theater, 5 South Greenwood 
Avenue, Hopewell, 609-466- 
2766. Musical comedy. $22.50 
& $24. 2:30 p.m. 

Hamlet, McCarter Education, 
Mackay Campus Center, Prince- 
ton Yai ye Seminary, 609- 
258-6510. Culmination of the 
program for high school stu- 
dents. $8. 6 p.m. 


History in Paint: Over 40 paintings by Gordon 
Haas are on view at the Premier Fine Art Galley 
in New Hope with an opening reception on Satur- 
day, July 27 from 5 to 9 p.m., and Sunday, July 
28, 2 to 6 p.m. 609-397-7988. 
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As You Like It, Princeton Rep 
Shakespeare Festival, Pet- 
toranello Garden, Community 
Park North, Route 206 and 
Mountain Avenue, 609-921- 
3682. Free. 7 p.m. 


How to Succeed in Business 
Without Really Trying, Actors’ 
NET, 635 North Delmorr Ave- 
nue, Morrisville, 215-295-3694. 
Musical about corporate greed. 
$15. 8 p.m. 


Crazy For You, Plays-in-the- 
Park, Capestro Theater, 
Roosevelt Park, Route 1 South, 
Edison, 732-548-2884. Musical. 
Bring a chair. $3; children, free. 
8:30 p.m. 


Events 


Women on Target, National Ri- 
fle Association, Shore Shot Pis- 
tol & Rifle Range, Lakewood, 
609-978-3289. Instructional 
shooting clinic features hands- 
on training of handguns for 
women of all ages and experi- 
ence. Equipment including am- 
munition, eye, and ear protec- 
tion, and lunch are included. 
$20. 8:30 a.m. 


Fairs 


The Beach Boys, Quick Chek 
New Jersey Festival of Bal- 
looning, Solberg Airport, Read- 
ington, 800-HOT-AIR9. Final 
day for the 20th annual festival 
touted as one of the top festivals 
in the country. Afternoon concert 
features the Beach Boys at 3 
p.m. Jugglers, marionettes, and 
sing-a-longs. At the gate: $20 
adults; $10 children. 6 a.m. to 
10 p.m. 


Balloons launch with the sun, 
6:30 a.m. on Saturday and Sun- 
day; evening lifts are at 6:30 
p.m., Friday through Sunday. 
Grounds open until 10 p.m., with 
concerts, food, arts and crafts 
exhibits. Tethered and non-teth- 
ered balloon rides available. 


Mercer County 4-H Fair, Skating 
Center, Mercer County Park, 
609-989-6833. See 4-H animals 
and exhibits, pet shows, and 
crafts, with hay rides, face paint- 
ing, midway rides, entertain- 
ment, and food. Free admission 
and free parking. 10 am to 6 
p.m. 

Once in a Bluegrass Moon, 
Four Sisters Winery, 
Matarazzo Farms, 783 County 
Route 519, Belvidere, 908-475- 
3671. Bands include Chester 
Johnson and the Walls of Time, 
Eastwind, and the Lost Ram- 
blers. $9. Noon to 6 p.m. 


Faith 


Witherspoon Street Presbyte- 
rian Church, 124 Witherspoon 
Street, 609-924-1666. Educa- 
tional forum, “What Does God 
Require of Us? Poverty in 
Princeton,” led by Legal Service 
of New Jersey senior attorney 
Connie Pascale, follows 10 a.m. 
worship service, Light lunch to 
follow. Free with registration. 
11:30 a.m. 


Shri Radha Krishna Temple, Pri- 
vate Residence, 1 Rustic Drive, 
Pennington, 609-737-1986. First 
day for Srimad Bhagawat Sapta 
Yagna led by a group of four 
Vaishnavs from Barsana Dham. 
Through Saturday, August 3. Do- 
nations welcome. 1 p.m. 


Food & Dining 


Food and Wine Festival, Gar- 
den State Wine Growers Asso- 
ciation, CornerCopia, Princeton- 
Hightstown Road, East Windsor, 
609-588-0085. Fresh Jersey pro- 
duce with samples and tastings 
from restaurants, eight wineries 
offering samples and sales, dis- 
plays from agricultural living his- 
tory farms, wine-related crafts, 
and live music. Follow signs for 
parking and shuttle bus. $12. 
Noon to 5 p.m. 


Health a Weliness 


Yoga & Acupressure Retreat, 
Holistic Convergence, Holiday 
Inn, Jamesburg, 800-704-6137. 
Prabhat Mittra of Holistic Conver- 
gence Inc. offers a two-day re- 
treat for learning and practicing 
yoga, acupuncture, traditional 
Chinese medicine, homeopathy, 
Reiki, and Ayurveda. Cost: $55 
for one day. To 5 p.m. There will 
also be a book display. 9 a.m. 


History 


Evening Tours, Kuser Farm 
Mansion, 390 Newkirk Avenue, 
Hamilton, 609-890-3630. Regis- 
ter. Free. 5 pm 6, and 7 p.m. 


Flamenco Dancers, Mediterra, 
Palmer Square North Plaza, 609- 
252-9680. 45-minute demonstra- 
tion. 2 and 4 p.m. 


Raucous Brothers, Havana, 
105 South Main Street, New 
Hope, 215-862-9897. Jazz. 7 
p.m. 


Blues Deluxe, Havana, 105 
South Main Street, New Hope, 
215-862-9897. Blues. 9:30 p.m. 


Egg Droppi Mey g-y 
Blainsboro Public brary, 641 
Plainsboro Road, 609-275-2897, 
Ninth annual competition to cre- 
ate a device to protect a raw 
eag when dropped from heights 
of six feet and higher. Rules and 

Official kits are at the library. 

Register. Free. 4 p.m. 


History Walk, Delaware & Rari- 
tan Canal State Park, 625 Ca. 
nal Road, Somerset, 732-8 
3050. Morni ‘Se 


rian Vicki Chirco. Register. 
10:30 a.m. Fee. 


Sma. 


Somerset Hills Single Hikers 
Willie's Tavern, Route 305 Bed- 
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minster, 732-863-4909. Hike at 
Van Campens Glen in Delaware 
Water Gap. Meet in parking lot 
across from Willie’s, $6. 11:30 
a.m. 


Professional & Business Sin- 
gles Network, Canal Boat Com- 
pany, New Street, New Hope, 
800-537-3859. Ninth annual 
summer canal boat excursion in- 
cludes wine and cheese and 
Dutch Treat dinner. $27. Reser- 
vation. Rain or shine. 3:30 p.m. 


Sports 


Trenton Thunder, Waterfront 
Park, 609-394-8326. New Brit- 
ain. $8. 1:35 p.m. 


Sports for Causes 


Softball Tournament, Dave 
Suarez Softball Classic, West 
Windsor-Plainsboro High School 
South. The eight softball teams 
entered have an affiliation to 
Dave Suarez, a victim of the 
World Trade Center terror at- 
tacks. Day-long event benefits 
the Suarez Scholarship Fund. 
No raindate. 9 a.m. to 4:30 p.m. 


David Suarez was a graduate of 
West Windsor-Plainsboro High 
School, Class of 1995, where he 
was co-captain of the wrestling 
team. A 1999 graduate of Penn 
State University, he graduated 
with high honors and a degree 
in industrial engineering. 


Classical Music 


Open Summer Sing, Voices 
Chorale, Pennington Presbyte- 
rian Church, 13 South Main 
Street, 609-637-9383. The 
Faure Requiem is featured at 
the open summer sing. New 
members welcome. 7:30 p.m. 


Westminster Summer Concert 


Series, Westminster Choir Col- 


lege, Bristol Chapel, 609-92 1- 
2663. Hymn Sing with John Van 
Sant. Free. 7:30 p.m. 


New York Philharmonic Or- 
chestra, Garden State Arts 
Center Foundation, PNC Bank 
Arts Center, Holmdel, 732-442- 
9200. A family program. Call for 
tickets; admission is free. 8 p.m. 


How to Succeed in Business 
Without Really Trying, Actors’ 
NET, 635 North Delmorr Ave- 
nue, Morrisville, 215-295-3694. 
Musical. $15. 6 p.m. 

Crazy For You, Plays-in-the- 
Park, Capestro Theater, 
Roosevelt Park, Route 1 South, 
Edison, 732-548-2884. Musical. 
Bring a chair. $3; children, free. 
8:30 p.m. 


Butterfly, Friends of Monroe 


Township Public Library, Mon- 


roe Township Public Library, 4 
Municipal Plaza, 732-521-5000. 
Spanish film directed by Jose 
Luis Cuerda, set in the halcyon 


Summer Concert: The Ludwig Quartet gives a 
free chamber music concert in Richardson Audito- 
rium, Tuesday, July 30. 609-631-7884. 


days of 1936, before the onset 

of the Spanish Civil War, about 
a kindly teacher who befriends 

an eight-year-old boy. $1. 2 pm 
and 7 p.m. 


Fairs 


Cowtown Rodeo, Route 40, 
Woodstown, 856-769-3200. 
Bareback Bronc Riding, Calf 
Roping, Saddle Bronc Riding, 
Steer Wrestling, Brahma Bull 
Riding, Team Roping, and Girl’s 
Barrel Racing. Sanctioned by 
the Professional Rodeo Cow- 
boys Association. $12. 7:30 p.m. 


Magic Show, Princeton Public 
Library, Princeton Shopping 
Center, North Harrison, 609-924- 
9529. Society of American Magi- 
cians entertains families with 
children ages 5 and up. Free. 
7:30 p.m. 


Socials 


Bridge With the Dinosaurs, 
Friends of the New Jersey 
State Museum, Science Hall, 
NJ State Museum, 205 West 
State Street, Trenton, 609-394- 
5310. Day of bridge includes a 
box lunch and prizes. Register. 
$32. 10:30 a.m. 


Sports for Causes 


Professional Engineers Soci- 
ety of Mercer County and 
American Society of Civil En- 
gineers, Mercer Oaks Golf 
Course, Village Road West, 
West Windsor, 609-734-7973. 
Golf, lunch, dinner, awards to 
benefit the societies scholarship 
funds. $120. 11:15 a.m. 


Tuesday 


July 30 


Westminster Summer Concert 


Series, Westminster Choir Col- 


lege, Bristol Chapel, 609-921- 
2663. Musical Revue: “Closer 
Than Ever.” Free. 7:30 p.m. 


Ludwig Quartet, Princeton Uni- 
versity Summer Concerts, 


Richardson Auditorium, 609-631- 


7884. “Elegie,” commissioned 


for the quartet from Philippe Her- 


sant, opens the Ludwig Quar- 
tet’s program with works by De- 
bussy and Schubert. Founded in 


Paris in 1985, the quartet has re- 


corded nine CDs and won the 
Cannes Classical Award in 
1999. Free tickets required for 
admission. 8 p.m. 


Free tickets are distributed at 


the Richardson Box Office begin- 


ning at 6 p.m. on the day of the 
concert only. All tickets are dis- 
tributed on a first-come, first- 

served basis, with a limit of four 
tickets per person. Anyone with 


a disability can call in advance 
for ticket arrangements. 


Pop Music 


Area: 2, Tweeter Center, 1 Har- 
bour Boulevard, Camden, 856- 
338-9000. David Bowie, Moby, 
Busta Rhymes, and Cari Cox. 
$35 to $75. 3:30 p.m. 


Crazy For You, Plays-in-the- 
Park, Capestro Theater, 
Roosevelt Park, Route 1 South, 
Edison, 732-548-2884. Musical. 
Bring a chair. $3; children, free. 
8:30 p.m. 


Film 


Butterfly, East Brunswick Pub- 
lic Library, Two Jean Walling 
Civic Center, 732-390-6775. 
Spanish film directed by Jose 
Luis Cuerda, set in the halcyon 
days of 1936, before the onset 
of the Spanish Civil War, about 
a kindly teacher who befriends 
an eight-year-old boy. Free. 
1:30 and 8 p.m. 
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Does your company 
need to get out 
more often? 


Let’s face it. Your customers aren’t 
going to find you. You need to 
get noticed. 


For over ten years, iggybragg design 
has been providing businesses 
like yours with a wide range 
of graphic design services 
that communicate a clear 
message, produce_positive 
results, and help your 
business look good. 


By guiding you through J 
the design, production, ve 
and printing process, 
iggybrag¢g will help 
you communicate 
your message and 
connect with 

your clients. 


Get noticed! 


iggybragg 


S 
pom 609.799.7409 


«4 Www.iggybragg.com 
design, ltd 


CORPORATE . FINANCIAL , PHARMACEUTICAL 
brochures . newsletters . data sheets . catalogs 


OCEAN ELECTROLYSIS 


BONITA JOHNSON, CPE 
609-213-3306 


114 West Franklin Ave. « Pennington 
~ Conveniently Located Near Pennington Market ~ 


No More Shaving, Waxing or Tweezing 
Safe ~ Affordable ~ Permanent 


Free Consultation 
Hours By Appointment 


Member American Electrolysis Assn. 
International Certification 


Open 10 am - 5:00 pm 
Free Parking in Rear 
of Building 


ONE DAY ONLY 
SUPER SATURDAY FURNITURE 


SAVE 20-70% OFF 


Siorewide Iteductions 


Ss 
_. 


ARM CHAIRS 
SOFAS 
SLEEP SOFAS 
TABLES 
ACCESSO RIES 
LAMPS 


Nassau Interiors FUURINITURE OUTLET CENTER 


194 Nassau Street LOWER LEVEL 


in the Hilton Realty Building next to First Union Bank 


i 
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LASER HAIR REMOVA 


Ae 
x ANS 
Ay 


JAMES O'MARA, 


1450 Parkside Ave, Suite 20, Trenton NJ 08638 


MEN & WOMEN, REMOVE UNWANTED HAIR FROM 
--- Face, Bikini Line, Legs, Arms, Back, and more... 


Permanent and 
Economical 
Hair Removal 
from larger areas: 
Exclusively in this 
area. We have the 
latest technology; the 


Cynosure Apogee 6400 
Scanning laser system. 


MD phone: 609-530-1450 


July 30 


Continued from preceding page 


908-3 


Training Manuals? 
We Write The Book 


& 
Agentive 


Custom Training Manuals * CD Roms * Drive-Time Audio Tapes 
Sales and Management Training Workshops 


, 


Sales and Marketing Solutions 


59-9665 


KGrere Litstte Dreams Grow™ 


THE 


; HARMONY “te national 
SCHOOLS _ catychichoos 
i Programs 


-- NOW ENROLLING FOR ALL GROUPS -- 


Quality Programs from Infants thru kindergarten 


-- Ask about our new -“AFTERNOON NURSERY PROGRAM” 


Princeton 609-799-4411 


10 0 


. OG = 


www.harmonyschools.com 


SATELSPACEPOS 


“Super-Stron Products 


+ Toilet paper + Coffee cups 
+ Paper towels + Janitorial supplies + Gloves 
+ Garbage bags » Shipping supplies 


Free, super-fast delivery. No minimum order! 
| ate SF eae 


¢ Robbinsville 609-443-7575 


GUARANTEED! 


DeliVered al 
Super Speed |” 


PRINCETON 
130 SUPPL 


PRINCETON, WJ 


* Light bulbs 


+ ...and much more! 


www.princeton130.com 


Literati 


June Vogel, Barnes & Noble, 


MarketFair, 609-897-9250, June 
ae presents opportunities 

and information about Literacy- 
Cali 609-393-8855. Free. 7 p.m. 


Anthony Bruno, Princeton Pub- 


lic Library, Princeton Shopping 
Center, North Harrison, 609-924- 
9529. A talk and book signing by 
the author of nine mysteries that 
include “Bad Guys” and “Devil's 
Food.” His non-fiction books are 
“The Iceman: The True Story of 
a Cold-Blooded Killer’ and “The 
Seekers: A Bounty Hunter's 
Story.” Free. 7:30 p.m. 


Hungarian Cherry Festival, Mu- 
seum of the American Hungar- 
ian Foundation, 300 Somerset 
Street, New Brunswick, 732-846- 
5777. The first Hungarian 
Cherry Festival features cherry 
specialties from soup to strudel. 
Amy lezzoni brought the Hungar- 
ian Cherry to Michigan after visit- 
ing Hungary in 1983 and discov- 
ering the tart cherry marketed as 
“Balaton Cherries.” Register. 5 
to 8 p.m. 


Hot Spots 


Boomshanka, Conduit, 439 
South Broad Street, Trenton, 
609-656-1199. All ages. 8 p.m. 


Chaos Theory, Savoy’s Restau- 
rant & Boiler Bar, 633 Route 
130, Hamilton, 609-585-3325. 
The band introduces its new 
member Adam Ritchie, who 
joins Brian Schleper, Ernie Al- 
banesius, Bill Hendrickson, and 
Joe Keaveney. 8 p.m. 


Cool Spots 


PJ Shapiro, The Urban Word, 
449 South Broad, Trenton, 609- 
989-7777. Rebecca Jensen 
hosts open mic night to show- 
case musicians. No cover. 8:30 
p.m. 


Kids on Barnegat Bay, 
Plainsboro Preserve, Scotts 
Corner Road, 609-897-9400. 
Three-day session for children 8 
to 13 includes seining, marsh 
hikes, and bug watching with 
New Jersey Audubon Society. 
Also, Wednesday and Thursday, 
July 31 and August 1. Register 
by Wednesday, July 24. $20 re- 
fundable fee to hold place is re- 
quired. Free. 10 a.m. to 2 p.m. 


Lyle Cogen, Monroe Township 
Library, 4 Municipal Plaza, 732- 
521-5000. Musical evening with 
Lyle Cogen singing her favorite 
Broadway tunes for children age 
four and up and their families. 
Register. Free. 7 p.m. 


Collection Extravaganza, 
Plainsboro Public Library, 641 
Plainsboro Road, 609-275-2897. 
Richard Henry presents insects 
from around the world with col- 
ors, shapes, and sizes uncom- 
mon to the local environ. Free. 7 
to Noon. 


Lectures 


Views of Vietnam Today, New 
Jersey Vietnam Veterans’ Me- 
morial Foundation, Vietnam 
Era Educational Center, Holm- 
del, 732-335-0033. Discussion, 
slide show, and Heresy Hd ex- 
hibit created by Deborah Harse 
and Robert R. Amon Jr. Harse, 
a New York City photographer, 
lived in Ho Chi Minh City in 
1995. An Army lieutenant in 
1969, Amon defended villages 
from the Viet Cong. He revisited 
in 1993. Register. $5. 7 p.m. 


Wednesday 


July 31 
Classical Music 


Westminster Summer Concert 


Series, Westminster Choir Col- 


lege, Bristol Chapel, 609-921- 
2663. Recital by Scott McCoy, 


Leader’s Memorial: 
The Breast Cancer 
Resource Center 
dedicates a plaque in 
memory of its late di- 
rector Jane Kurtz 
Rodney Wednesday, 
July 31 at 4:30 p.m. 


LF OR SO AS OA ILE AA ATTA 


tenor; and Jose Melendez, pi- 
ano. Free. 7:30 p.m. 


Outdoor Concerts 


Ray Rodriguez, Greenway Am- 
phitheater at 200 Carnegie Cen- 
ter, 732-545-7200. Summer 
lunchtime music series. In case 
of rain, performances are sched- 
uled for the following day. Free. 
Noon. 


Monday Night Blues, Lawrence 
Township, Lawrence Township 
Senior Center, 609-844-7048. 
Summer concert series. In case 
of rain, concert moves indoors. 
Free. 6:30 p.m. 


Party Dolls, Montgomery Town- 
ship, Montgomery Park, 908- 
359-7003. The women’s trio 
sings songs of the ’70s and 
’80s. Free. 7 p.m. 


First Class Act, West Windsor 
Board of Recreation, West 
Windsor Senior Center Gazebo, 
Clarksville Road, 609-799-2400. 
Classic rock and roll from the 
1950s through the 1970s. Free. 
7 p.m. 


Drama 


The King and |, Bucks County 
Playhouse, 70 South Main 
Street, New Hope, 215-862- 
2041. Through August 11. $22. 
8 p.m. : 


Crazy For You, Plays-in-the- 
Park, Capestro Theater, 
Roosevelt Park, Route 1 South, 
Edison, 732-548-2884. Musical. 
Bring a chair. $3; children, free. 
8:30 p.m. 


Princeton Country Dancers, 
Princeton Friends School, 470 
Quaker Road, 609-683-7956. 
Open mike dance with music by 
the Free Radicals. $5. 8 p.m. 


Health 3 Wellness 


Jane Kurtz Rodney Dedication, 
Breast Cancer Resource Cen- 
ter, 914 Commons Way, Prince- 
ton, 609-252-2003. Open house 
to dedicate a plaque in memory 
of Jane Kurtz Rodney. The for- 
mer co-director of the center 
died January 30 from breast can- 
cer. Under her leadership, more 
than 25,000 women participated 
in programs to educate and 
build community awareness of 
breast health and cancer. Free. 
4:30 p.m. 


Jane K. Rodney was instrumen- 
tal in bringing the Susan G. 
Komen Breast Cancer Founda- 
tion New Jersey Race for the 
Cure to the state in 1994. She 
served as chair or co-chair for 
the past eight years. Race for 
the Cure became the largest 5K 
race in New Jersey and has 
raised more than $4 million dol- 
lars since 1994 for breast can- 
cer research and diverse serv- 
ices for the medically under- 
served in New Jersey. 


Food for Thought, New Jersey 
State Museum, 205 West State 
Street, Trenton, 609-292-6310. 
Docent-led lunchtime tour of the 
exhibits “River of Leisure: Rec- 
reation Along the Delaware 
River and Bay” and “Cruising 
Down the Delaware.” Free. 
12:15 p.m. 


Lovey Williams, JT's Steak- 
house & Pub, Ramada Inn, 399 
Monmouth Street, East Windsor, 
609-490-0001. Jazz, folk, and 
blues guitar. No cover. 7 p.m. 

Pat Tandy Trio, the Corner- 
stone, New and Pearl streets, 
Metuchen, 732-549-5306. Jazz. 
7:30 p.m. 


Triple Trouble, Lambertville 
Station Pub, 11 Bridge Street, 
Lambertville, 609-397-8300. 
Guest drummer is Tom Reock. 
Blues and rock. 8 p.m. 


Tom Cohen Trio, Triumph 
Brewing, 138 Nassau Street, 
609-924-7855. Progressive jazz 
featuring guitar, bass, and 
drums. 9:30 p.m. 


For Families 


Borders Books, 601 Nassau 
Park, 609-514-0040. Harry Pot- 
ter’s magical birthday party fea- 
tures Mercer Wildlife Center's 
live own program. Refresh- 
ments. Free. 7 p.m. 


Outdoor Action 


Alaskan Rainforest, Bucks 
County Audubon Society, Visi- 
tors Center, 2877 Creamery 
Road, Solebury Township, 215- 
297-5880. Emily Ferry, state co- 
ordinator for the Alaska Coali- 
tion of Pennsylvania, presents 
slides of southeast Alaska fol- 
lowed by discussion on how 
Pennsylvanians can get in- 
volved. The Alaskan rainforest is 
one of the rarest and most bio- 
logically productive ecosystems 
on earth. 7 p.m. 


Professional & Business Sin- 
gles Network, Bacio, 700 Old 
Bridge Turnpike, South River, 
800-537-3859. After hours so- 
cial. $10. 5:30 p.m. 


- Thursday 


August 1 


Classical Music 


Westminster Summer Concert 
Series, Westminster Choir Col- 
lege, Bristol Chapel, 609-921- 
2663. Musical Revue: “Closer 
Than Ever.” Free. 7:30 p.m. 


Outdoor Concerts 


Chameleon, Greenway, 502 
Carnegie Center, 732-545-7200. 
Summer lunchtime music series. 
In case of rain, performances 
are scheduled for the following 
day. Free. Noon. 

Jerry Rife’s Rhythm Kings, 
Princeton Sh ng Center, 
North Harrison Street, 609-921- 
6234. Dixieland jazz. Free. 6 
p.m. 


Pop Music 


Smokin’ Grooves, Tweeter Cen- > 
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winning drama about an abused 
woman remembering the past. 
Directed by Evren Odcikin. Post 
show discussion. $12 to $14. 8 
p.m. 


Crazy For You, Plays-in-the- 
Park, Capestro Theater, 
Roosevelt Park, Route 1 South, 
Edison, 732-548-2884. Musical. 


Bring a chair. $3; children, free. 
8:30 p.m. 


Dinner and a Movie: Glory, 
New Brunswick City Market, 
State Theater, Livingston Ave- 
nue, New Brunswick, 732-545- 
4849. City Market presents 
“Glory,” begins at 5:30 p.m. with 
happy hour in the theater lobby 
with Ethiopian creations from 
Makeda’s and margaritas from 
Soho. The Civil War epic about 
an all-black Union regiment fea- 
turing Denzel Washington be- 
gins at 6:30 p.m. After the show, 
your ticket stub entitles you to re- 
ceive a special discount, prix 
fixe meal, or complimentary des- 
sert at any of 18 participating 
restaurants and bars. $7 at the 
door. 5:30 p.m. 


A Chef in Love, Trenton Public 
Library, 120 Academy Street, 
Trenton, 609-392-7188. Com- 
edy about a French chef in the 
1920s who travels to Russia, 
falls in love, and opens a restau- 
rant there. 1966 film. French 
with English subtitles. Free. 6:30 
p.m. 


Divided We Fall, South Bruns- 
wick Public Library, 110 King- 
ston Lane, Monmouth Junction, 
732-329-4000. From Czechoslo- 
vakia, 2000 black comedy and 
Oscar nominee for best foreign 
Film about a Czech couple who 
harbor a young Jew during the 
Nazi occupation. In Czech and 
German with English subtitles. 
Free. 7 p.m. 


Literati 


Poetry Slam, The Urban Word, 
449 South Broad, Trenton, 609- 
989-7777. Weekly slam hosted 
by Robert Salup. $5 cover goes 
towards cash prize. 8:30 p.m. 


Health & Wellness 


Blood Drive, Community Blood 
Council, Johnson & Johnson, 
199 Grandview Road, Skillman, 
609-924-4993. 9 a.m. to 2:30 
p.m. 


History 


Collectibles Month, Kuser 


Farm Mansion, 390 Newkirk 
Avenue, Hamilton, 609-890- 
3630. “Stereoscopes” and 
“Movie Memorabilia.” Also Fri- 
day through Sunday, August 2 
to 4. Register. Free. Noon. 


Hot Spots 


Solstar, Triumph Brewing, 138 
Nassau Street, 609-924-7855. 
Groove-rock band performs 
songs reminiscent of Jefferson 
Airplane. $3. 10 p.m. 


Cool Spots 


Wally Lawder, Bucks County 
Coffee, 5 Palmer Square, 609- 
497-6877. Original folk rock fea- 
turing songs from his CD, “Leav- 
ing Town.” 7:30 p.m. 


Jewish Singles of Princeton, 
Roosevelt Park, Route 1, 
Edison, 609-655-4263. “Crazy 
For You” at Plays-in-the-Park. 
Bring a chair. $3. 7:30 p.m. 


Gay People Princeton, Unitarian 
Church, 50 Cherry Hill Road, 
609-410-7129. Social. 8 p.m. 


Westminster Summer Concert 
Series, Westminster Choir Col- 
lege, Bristol Chapel, 609-921- 
2663. Trillium recital features 
string trio and flute. Free. 7:30 
p.m. 


Master Class, New Hope Per- 
forming Arts Festival, New 
Hope Solebury High School, 
West Bridge Street, New Hope, 
215-862-1699. “An Evening of 
Art Song” features works in Ger- 
man, French, Spanish, and Eng- 
lish, performed by International 
School of Performing Arts fac- 
ulty and participants. Call for 
ticket. 8 p.m. 


Folk Music 


Jack Hardy, Minstrel Coffee- 
house, Morris Cultural Center, 
300 Mendham Road, Morris- 
town, 973-335-9489. New York 
City songwriter. $6. 8:30 p.m. 


Pon Music 


Creed, Tweeter Center, 1 Har- 
bour Boulevard, Camden, 856- 


338-9000. Jerry Cantress and 
12 Stones. $38.50 and $50. 
7:15 p.m. 


Barry Manilow and Curtis Stig- 
ers, PNC Bank Arts Center, 
Holmdel, 732-335-8698. 
Through Sunday, August 4. 
$22.75 to $112.75. 7:30 p.m. 


First Friday, Trenton Makes 
Building, 439 South Broad, 
Trenton, 609-656-1199. Events 
includes open studios hosted by 
the building’s 26 resident-artists. 
Free. 5 pm to 9 p.m. 


Dangerous Curves, Cafe Thea- 
tre, George Street Playhouse, 9 
Livingston Avenue, New Bruns- 
wick, 908-273-3946. Summer 
theater in a cafe seiting com- 
bines comedy with coffee, cap- 
puccino, and pastries. $18.50 in- 
cludes a coffee. 8 p.m. 


Hotel d’Amour, Off-Broadstreet 
Theater, 5 South Greenwood 
Avenue, Hopewell, 609-466- 
2766. Musical comedy. $22.50 
& $24. 8 p.m. 

Jekyll & Hyde, Open Air Thea- 
ter, Washington Crossing State 
Park, 609-737-1826. Musical 
about the dark side of 19th cen- 
tury London. $8. 8 p.m. 


Pennington Players: Denise Policastro, Cara 
Scharf, Regan Birdsey, Nicole Farina, Adrienne 
Bogarde and Brett Stoelker star in Jekyll and 
Hyde’ at the Washington Crossing State Park 
August 1 to 10. 609-737-1826. 


How | Learned to Drive, Prince- 
ton Summer Theater, Hamilton 
Murray Theater, 609-258-7062. 
Directed by Evren Odcikin. $12 
to $14. 8 p.m. 


Bye Bye, Birdie, Ritz Theater, 
915 White Horse Pike, Oaklyn, 
856-858-5230. Musical. $15 to 
$18. 8 p.m. 


Footioose, Villagers Theater, 
475 DeMott Lane, Somerset, 
732-873-2710. Musical. $14. 8 
p.m. 


Crazy For You, Plays-in-the- 
Park, Capestro Theater, 
Roosevelt Park, Route 1 South, 
Edison, 732-548-2884. Musical. 
Bring a chair. $3; children, free. 
8:30 p.m. 


Dancing 


Lambertville Country Dancers, 
Princeton Friends School, 
Quaker Road, 609-882-7733. 
English Country Dance. $7. 8 
p.m. 


VIP Cocktail Reception, Enable 
Inc., Lafayette Yard Marriott, 
Trenton, 609-987-5003. Cock- 
tails and silent auction. Admis- 
sion includes ticket to the annual 
Fantasy League Baseball Game 
on Saturday, August 3. $125. 7 
p.m. 


Hot Spots 


Townhall, Conduit, 439 South 
Broad Street, Trenton, 609-656- 
1199. The music-loving Philadel- 
phia-based quintet that features 
vocals, trombone, guitar, bass, 
clarinet, banjo, Dobro, percus- 
sion, and more, returns to Con- 
duit. Townhall is at work on its 
second independent CD, follow- 
ing “Live at the Point,” released 
last year. $10. 9 p.m. 


Continued on following page 


Route 1 at College Road 


Buy clothes for the 


whole family 


(and still afford to put your kids through college) 


From Carters to OshKosh B'Gosh... from Van Heusen to 
S&K Menswear, you're sure to find the latest fashions for 


everyone in your family at our everyday low prices. 


Shop the Village. Spend Less. 


Princeton rN Forrestal 


VILLAGE 


Outlet Stores 


West (behind the Marriott) * Call for hours * 609-799-7400 » www.princetonoutlets.com 


U.S. 1 23 
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ey CRUISEONE. 


part of Tp TRAVEL) group 


#1 in-Cruising, Nationwide 


Couples, Families, Groups, Incentives 
Meetings, Weddings & Honeymoons 
We'll plan the perfect cruise for your personality and budget 


thee DICCarmival. 


The Most Popular Cruise Line in the World! 


Fun Cruises From New York 
2 Day Cruises to Nowhere 


October 17 & 19 
3 Day to Nowhere-October 3 


4 & 5 Day To Canada - June 24 - Sept. 2 
7 & 11 Days to Canada & New England 
7 Day Sept.7-28/ 11 Day Sept.22 & Oct. 6 


Call Your Local Independent Cruise Specialists 


COLLEEN & FRANK ROBINSON 
West Windsor NJ 


(609) 275-0335 / 800-941-2469 


www.cruiseone.com/crobinson 
Ships’ Registry: Bahamas and Panama 


Princeton Arms Center 


stq te Supcrior 2025 Old Trenton Road 
Oflicc Design West Windsor, NJ 08550 
Ramune ee. & Furnishings 609-490-9740 


Fax 609-490-9767 


WORKSTATIONS BY: 


Concord Products 
Knoll 

Steelcase 

Herman Miller 
Haworth 


* New & Refurbished Work Stations 
f}* Ergonomic Seating 
* Modular Office Panel Cleaning 


¢ Full Line Office Furniture Dealer 


* Space Planning & Design * Certified Woman 


Owned Business 

¢ Servicing Dealer for 
State Contract 
Purchasing... 
Municipal, County 
and State Agencies 

* Quick Ship 
Warehouse 
Programs for Office 
& Home Furniture 

¢ Delivery & 
Installation 

* Visa, Mastercard. 
American Express 
Cards Accepted 


Home Office and Residential 
Furniture, Dining Sets, Computer 
#1 Furniture and More... 


3| Photographic Art for Your Home 
or Office...Specializing in Tropical 
Fish & Marine Photography... 

By Larry Mosovich 


¢ From custom high-end to quality budget lines 


* For tight spaces or tight budgets NEW! Flooring 


* State Sales Office Furniture can do it right Systems * Carpet 
Carpet Tiles 
SINCE 1945 Vinyls * VCT 


ORGANIZED 
LIBRARY 


The Professional Library Consultants 
for Corporate, Business and 
Special Library Collections 


Our Services Include: 


* Library Start-Up or Reorganization ¢ Strategic Planning for Libraries 

* Library Automation * Library Budgets 

* Records/Files Management * Marketing Strategies for Libraries 
* Staff Development * Space Planning 


“We don’t just have ideas; we implement them!” 


Call for a free brochure. 


Judith Tapiero 
609-799-5065 * Fax 609-799-6560 
P.O. Box 7403, Princeton, NJ 08543-7403 
e-mail; jtapiero@erols.com 
www.theorganizedlibrary.com 
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John Cocuzzi Quartet, the Cor- 
nerstone, New and Pearl 
streets, Metuchen, 732-549- 
5306. Jazz. 9 p.m. 


Killer Blues Band, Triumph 
Brewing, 138 Nassau Street, 
609-924-7855.$5. 10:30 p.m. 


Cool Spots 


B.D. Lenz, Borders Books, 
Route 18, East Brunswick, 732- 
238-7000. Original funk and 
jazz. 8 p.m. 


Tweed Schade, Borders 
Books, 601 Nassau Park, 609- 
514-0040. Swing, country, rock- 
abilly. Free. 8 p.m. 


Kids Stuff 


Theater Workshop, Princeton 
Summer Theater, Hamilton Mur- 
ray Theater, 609-258-7062. Reg- 
ister. $25. 1 to 4 p.m. 


Planetarium Shows, New Jer- 
sey State Museum Planetar- 
ium, 205 West State Street, 
Trenton, 609-292-6303. “The 
Great Space Treasure Hunt” at 
10:30 a.m. and 1 p.m. “Sky 
Quest” at 12 p.m. Tuesdays 
through Fridays through August 
30. $3; $2, under 12. 10:30 a.m. 


Science Lectures 


Star Gazing, Amateur Astrono- 
mers Association of Prince- 
ton, Simpson Observatory, 
Washington Crossing State 
Park, 609-393-2565. The public 
is invited to join AAAP members 
to view a myriad of celestial ob- 
jects. Sessions run from twilight 
to 11:30 p.m. Website: 
www.princetonastronomy.org. 
Free. 7:30 p.m. 


Singles Speak-Up Toastmas- 
ters, Mary Jacobs Library, 64 
Washington Street, Rocky Hill, 
908-448-6434. Improve your 
public speaking skills and net- 
work with professional singles. 
7:30 p.m. 


Classical Music 


Vivianna, New Hope Perform- 
ing Arts Festival, New Hope 
Solebury High School, West 
Bridge Street, New Hope, 215- 
862-1699. A concert version of 
the new musical “Vivianna” fea- 
tures Lori Anne Foster, Martin 
Grubman, John Digaletos, Sally 
Bassoff, and Maria Randazza. 
Dramatist Guild member Frank 
D'Agostino wrote the music and 
lyrics based on “La Traviata.” 
$10. 8 p.m. 


Outdoor Concerts 


Brainstatik, Crosswicks Com- 
munity Association, Cross- 
wicks Community House Green, 
609-298-1877. Concert on the 
Green features improvisational 
eclectic band, Brainstatik. Band 
members are Robert Burger, gui- 
tar; Ken Palmer, synthesizers; 
John Fair, drums; Christine 
Uberti, samples; and George 
Mahlibert, Chapman Stick bass. 
Bring chairs, blanket, picnic. 
Free. 6 p.m. 


Rock Music Concert, Princeton 
Junction Arts Center, Gazebo 
at West Windsor Senior Center, 
Clarksville Road, West Windsor, 
609-799-6515. Mid-Summer 
Night's Jam with Blair Levin as 
the emcee, presents teen-ori- 
ented and talent from the West 
Windsor area. Raindate is Sun- 
day, August 4. Free. 6:30 p.m. 


Wenonah Brooks, Music-in-the- 
Park, Mercer County Park, West 
Windsor, 609-989-6899. Jazz 
and blues vocals. Bring chairs, 
blankets, picnics. No raindate. 
Free. 7 p.m. 


New Jazz: The Philadelphia-based Townhall 
plays Conduit Friday, August 2. 609-656-1188. 


Pon Music 


‘Garden State Symphonic 


Band, Center for Performing 
Arts, Monroe Township High 
School, 1629 Perrineville Road, 
609-655-9232. Sousa marches, 
Broadway show tunes, and 
movie music. Doors open at 
6:30 p.m. Free. 7:30 p.m. 


Art 


Sculpture Along the Way, 
Grounds for Sculpture, 18 Fair- 
grounds Road, Hamilton, 609- 
586-0616. Old-fashioned trolley 
ride hosted by docents take visi- 
tors to see and learn about the 
sculptures in the community 
sculpture placement program. 
$5. Noon to 3 p.m. 


Food Chain, Printmaking Coun- 
cil of New Jersey, 440 River 
Road, North Branch Station, 
908-725-2110. First day for an 
international juried group show. 
Reception is September 8 for 
the show that runs to September 
14. Free. 1 p.m. 


The Figure in Bronze, Toad 
Hall Shop & Gallery, 14 Fair- 
grounds Road, Hamilton, 609- 
586-2366. Opening reception for 
“The Figure in Bronze,” a group 
show of 40 figurative sculptures 
by artists Itzik Benshalom, 
Bright Bimpong, Noa Bornstein, 
Leonda Finke, Gyuri Hollosy, 
Barbara Lekberg, and others. 
Show runs to September 15. 
Free. 2 to 4 p.m. 


Celebrating George Ivers, Para- 
chute Modern Art Gallery, 10 
South Pennsylvania Avenue, 
Suite 208, Morrisville, 215-295- 
8444. Opening reception for 
“The Late George Ivers: Cele- 
brating His Life in Art,” an exhibi- 
tion of prints, etchings, and en- 
gravings by the Polish-born art- 
ist who began work as a de- 
signer for Lenox China in 1950. 
Art director for Cybis Porcelain 
until his retirement in 1986, he 
died in 2001. Show continues to 
August 31. Free. 7 to 9:30 p.m. 


Dangerous Curves, Cafe Thea- 
tre, George Street Playhouse, 9 
Livingston Avenue, New Bruns- 
wick, 908-273-3946. Summer 
theater in a cafe setting com- 
bines comedy with coffee, cap- 
puccino, and pastries. Play- 
wrights include Monty Python, 
Cathy Celesia, Jenny Lyn 
Bader, and Jim Doyle. $18.50 in- 
cludes a coffee. 8 p.m. 


Hotel d’Amour, Off-Broadstreet 
Theater, 5 South Greenwood 
Avenue, Hopewell, 609-466- 
2766. $22.50 & $24. 8 p.m. 


Jekyll & Hyde, Open Air Thea- 
ter, Washington Crossing State 
Park, 609-737-1826. $10. 8 p.m. 


How | Learned to Drive, Prince- 
ton Summer Theater, Hamilton 
Murray Theater, 609-258-7062. 
Pulitzer Prize winning drama 
about an abused woman remem- 
bering the past. $12 to $14.8 
p.m. 


Bye Bye, Birdie, Ritz Theater, 
915 White Horse Pike, Oaklyn, 
856-858-5230. Musical. $15 to 
$18. 8 p.m. 


Footloose, Villagers Theater, 
475 DeMott Lane, Somerset, 
732-873-2710. $14. 8 p.m. 


Crazy For You, Plays-in-the- 
Park, Capestro Theater, 
Roosevelt Park, Route 1 South, 
Edison, 732-548-2884. Musical. 
Bring a chair. $3; children, free. 
8:30 p.m. 


Dinner Theater 


Murder Mystery Dinner Train, 
Flemington, 609-443-5598. Inter- 
active show on an old-time loco- 
motive. Also Sunday. $55. 3:30 
p.m. 


Murder Mystery Dinner, 5th Ave- 
nue Bistro, Route 33, Hight- 
stown, 609-443-5598. Reserva- 
tions, $42. 7:30 p.m. 


Good Causes 


Banquet, Puerto Rican Parade 
of New Jersey, Roman Hall, 
Whittaker and Butler avenues, 
Trenton, 609-393-2883. 
Honorees are Joseph Rodriguez 
and Victor and Sandra Iturbides. 
$55. 6 p.m. 


Cowtown Rodeo, Route 40, 
Woodstown, 856-769-3200. 
Bareback Bronc Riding, Calf 
Roping, Saddle Bronc Riding, 
Steer Wrestling, Brahma Bull 
Riding, Team Roping, and Girl's 
Barrel Racing. $12. 7:30 p.m. 
Cowtown Rodeo is on Route 40, 
eight miles east of the Delaware 
ar gies Bridge; from !-295 use 

xit 4. 


Food & Dining 


Canning & Freezing Class, 
Terhune Orchards, 330 Cold 
Soil Road, 609-924-2310. Or- 
chard owner Pam Mount cele- 
brates the year’s harvest and 
shares her food preservation 
know-how in this once-a-sum- 
mer class. Recipes and preserv- 
ing tips can also be found on the 
farm's website. Free. 10 a.m. 


Health & Wellness 


Tai Chi, Morris Davison Park bas- 
ketball court, Plainsboro Road, 
908-874-6940. Free. 7:30 a.m. 


Make a Wish Foundation, A 
Wish for Weliness Day, Market- 
fair, Route 1 South, 609-683- 
3996. Wellness care providers 
come together for a program to 
introduce a multitude of avenues 
to improve health and weliness. 
Talk to wellness providers, view 
demonstrations, and receive 
free trials of many different 
types of wellness care. Dona- 
tions go to the Make a Wish 
Foundation. Information: 
www.princetonchiropractic.com. 
11:30 a.m. to 4 p.m. 


Services that will be showcased 
include: acupuncture (Suzette 
Gore), aromatherapy (Connie 
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By the River: Lori 
Anne Foster and 
John Digaletos ap- 
pear in ‘Vivianna’ at 
the New Hope Per- 
forming Arts Festival 
on Saturday, August 
3. 215-862-1699. 


ERO EES AN EON fied) HER PEN 


Cox), biofeedback (Pedra Gar- 
net), chiropractic (Ari Cohn DC), 
Pilates (Anthony Rabara Stu- 
dio), magnetic therapy (Virginia 
Prescott), martial arts (Princeton 
Acadamy of Martial Arts), mas- 
sage (Jason Sklar), meditation 
(Amy Glenn), nutrition (Maryel- 
len Murray ND), reiki (Danauta 
Macow), reflexology (Dean Do- 
bry), and yoga (Princeton Cen- 
ter for Yoga and Health). 


Martial arts demonstration takes 
place at 2 p.m. 


History 


Brearley House Tour, 
Lawrence Historical Society, 
Meadow Lane, Lawrenceville, 
609-895-1728. Tour of the re- 
stored 1761 John Brearley 
House, an eight-room Georgian 
style brick farmhouse, are of- 
fered on the first Saturday of 
every month. Free. 10 a.m. to 
noon 


Hot Spots 


Glenda Davenport, the Corner- 
stone, New and Pear! streets, 
Metuchen, 732-549-5306. With 
Hiroshi Yamazaki. Jazz. 9 p.m. 

Poppa Mahjama, Triumph 
Brewing, 138 Nassau Street, 
609-924-7855. Cover band. $5. 
10:30 p.m. 


Kids Stuff 


Anything that Floats Contest, 
Plainsboro Public Library, 641 


Plainsboro Road, 609-275-2897. 


Fifth annual contest now in- 


cludes cardboard canoe race fol- 
lowing national rules and regula- 
tions. 10 a.m. to Noon. 


The race has boasted bikes, 
seed spreaders, styrofoam kay- 
aks, and inner tubes. Sails, mo- 
tors, and traditional paddles may 
not be used. 


This is the inaugural cardboard 
canoe race. Participants are 
given cardboard, mylar packing 
tape, a life preserver, a canoe 
paddle, a razor knife, and one 
hour to construct a watercraft to 
be paddled by one member of 
the team. Prizes will be awarded 
and the name of the winning 
craft will be inscribed on a new 
plaque in the library. 


Kids Stuff 


Barnes & Noble, MarketFair, 
Route 1 South, 609-897-9250. 
“America Smart” for grades 
three to six. 11 a.m. 


For Families 


Tower Tours, Fonthill Museum, 
East Court Street and Route 


313, Doylestown, 215-348-9461. 
Tours for families with children 
age 5 and up that take visitors 
from the Fonthill’s below-ground 
crypt to the top of the tower. By 
reservation. $7 adults; $2.50 chil- 
dren. 10:30 a.m. and 11:45 a.m. 


Planetarium Shows, New Jer- 
sey State Museum Planetar- 
ium, 205 West State Street, 
Trenton, 609-292-6303. “The 
Great Space Treasure Hunt’ at 
1 and 3 p.m. “Sky Quest” at 2 
p.m. Saturdays and Sundays 
through September 1. $3; $2, un- 
der 12. 1 p.m. 


Evening Hayrides, Howell Liv- 
ing History Farm, Valley Road, 
off Route 29, Titusville, 609-737- 
3299. Free. 5 to 8 p.m. 


Night Hike, Washington Cross- 
ing State Park, Visitor Center, 
Titusville, 609-737-0609. Ex- 
plore the park on naturalist- 
guided hike and campfire for 
ages six and up. Bring a flash- 
light. Register. $1. 8:30 p.m. 
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THE DAILY PLAN 


EXECUTIVE OFFICES 


A Complete Office, Conference and Cop 


* Prestigious Princeton or Morristown mailing address 


* Interior designed offices 


¢ Flexible service agreements 


© Voice Mail 
¢ Conference space 


* Receptionist services 


© Urilities and taxes included 
© Janitorial services included 


© 200 free copies per month 


BUSINESS IDENTITY SERVICE 


The Business Identity Service is ideal for businesses 

that are just starting up, or are working out of their home. 
Our list of services include the following: 

© Prestigious Princeton or Morristown mailing address 

* Receptionist services 

© Access to voice mail 24/7 

¢ Use of conference rooms 


FULL SERVICE COPY CENTER 


We offer the following: 

© High Volume Black & White Copies 
© Bindings (Velo, GBC, Custom) 

¢ In House Graphic Artist 


CONFERENCE & MEETING ROOMS 


¢ Large and Small Groups Accommodated 
© Ideal for Conferences, Meetings, Training, and Seminars 
¢ Audiovisual Equipment and Computer Hookups Available 


* Catering Available 


Ta 
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Corporate Learning Group On-Site, Customs 
Partners in Learning & Effectiveness” Progranis vailalole 


Team-Building 
Executive Coaching 
Sales & Service Training 
Interpersonal Skills Training 
Management Development 
Change Management 
High-Potential Development 
Assessments: 360, MBTI 


For program descriptions : 


908.281.5245 
www.corporatelearninggroup.com 


924-7733 
362 Nassau Street 
Free Parking 


t= SION CUTTING 


P by our new york 
trained staff 


y Center 


707 Alexander Road 
Princeton, NJ 08540 
609 © 514*9494 


MORRISTOWN 


150-152 Speedwell Avenue 
Morristown, NJ 07960 
973 °971*0082 


Email: cori.dibiase@comop.org 
WWW.comop.org 


NOT LOOKING FOR A PLACE TO RUN YOUR BI 


—> 


SINEss? 
HOW ABOUT A CAREER CHANGE INSTEAD? 


We offer life enriching opportunities for those looking 
to assist people with disabilities maintain their 


independence in a work environment. 


Sn . Call Jessica at 609.514.9494 or fax vour resume to 


609.243.0045 or email resume@comop.org. EOI 


The Daily Plan It is a nonprofit affiliate of 
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OH NO"! 
DID YOU LOSE IT AGAIN?! 


Can't hold onto your temper because you’ re always losing it? 
On the job? At home? With friends? With yourself? 


LEARN TOSTOP GETTING MAD 
AND START GETTING WHAT YOU WANT 


LEARN TO WORK WITH YOUR ANGER 


LEARN THE POWER 
OF EMOTIONAL CHOICE 


For concise, competent anger resolution, call 


Maddie Blomgren, MS, LPC, CGP 
or email at mbtherapy@yahoo.com. 


609-520-0200 


“When you get angry you hurt yourself most of all.” 


Snoring is no longer a laughing matter. 
It can be a symptom of Obstructive Sleep 
Apnea (OSA), which can have major 
health implications, including: 


¢ Hypertension (High Blood Pressure) 
¢ Heart Problems * Stroke 


Are you CPAP intolerant 
or unhappy with your CPAP? Oral 
Appliance Therapy may be a viable 
alternative for both OSA and snoring 


For additional information or consultation call: 


Sg 


Central New Jersey 
Dental Sleep Center 


Gary S. Klein, D.M.D. 
609-586-6688 


3705 Quakerbridge Rd., Suite 203, Hamilton 


a ee a Fhe poe See ae 
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Lakeview 
Child Center 


Affiliate, RWJ Health Care Corp at Hamilton 


West Windsor 
987-0977 
Quakerbridge % Lawrenceville 


587-8088 @.€ 896-0500 


Hamilton @& ©, @ Horizon 
890-1442 @& @® 537-8002 


New Brunswick 
732-828-6828 


Manalapan 
732-536-8181 


lakeviewchild | 
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Family Theater 


Once On This Island, Bristol 
Riverside Theater, 120 Rad- 
cliffe Street, Bristol, 215-785- 
0100. Children’s theater. $7. 11 
a.m. 


Peter Rabbit, Bucks County 
Playhouse, 70 South Main 
Street, New Hope, 215-862- 
2041. Children’s theater. $7. 11 
am and 1 p.m. 


Marriage, Monroe Township Li- 
brary, 4 Municipal Plaza, 732- 
521-5000. New Jersey Shake- 
speare Festival’s next stage en- 
semble presents a one-hour ad- 
aptation of Nikolai Gogol’s com- 
edy of love, match-making, and 
matrimony. Register. Free. 2 
p.m. 


Outdoor Action 


Walk the Path, Delaware & Rari- 
tan Canal State Park, Port Mer- 
cer Canal House, Lawrence, 
732-873-3050. Early morning 
walk along the canal with the 
park historian. Visit historic 
houses, Port Mercer Canal 
House and 18th-century Brear- 
ley House. Free with registra- 
tion. 9:30 a.m. 


Nature Walk, Bucks County 
Audubon Society, Visitors Cen- 
ter, 2877 Creamery Road, Sole- 
bury Township, 215-297-5880. 
Guided, activity-filled nature 
walk on the scenic trains of the 
Honey Hollow Watershed. Rain 
or shine. Free. 10 a.m. 


Guided Tours, Bowman’s Hill 
Wildflower Preserve, River 
Road, New Hope, Pennsylvania, 
215-862-2924. Daily walking 
tour through October. $5. 2 p.m. 


SingleFaces, Ramada Plaza, 
3050 Woodbridge Avenue, 
Edison, 732-817-9292. Dance 
party for singles 30s to 50s. $12. 
9 p.m. 


Sports 


Princeton Bicycling Event, 
Princeton Free Wheelers, 
Rider University, Route 206, 
609-882-4739. The club’s 22nd 
annual touring extravaganza. 
Bikers get a choice of seven 
tours through the countryside 
around Princeton ranging from 
16 to 100 miles, from easy, flat 
terrain to rugged hill climbs. Any- 
one who rides a bicycle safely 
and wears an approved helmet 
is invited. All rides begin and — 
end at Rider University. Volun- 
teers are present to provide 
parking, rest rooms, free bicycle 
adjustments, cue sheets and 
road markings, on-call emer- 
gency help, and snack and 
water stops. Early registrants 

et a free T-shirt. $20 adults; 
10 ages 16 and under. 7 a.m. 


Sports for Causes 


Baseball Fantasy League 
Game, Enable Inc., Waterfront 
Park, Trenton, 609-987-5003. 
Second annual Fantasy League 
Game features former major 
league stars including Art Sham- 


Recycle 


Trade in your old 
camera for a new 
Digital 


Film Processing Promo 
$3.99 - 24 exp. 


LE CAMERA & VIDEO 


2781 Brunswick Pike (Rt. 1S) * Lawrenceville 
Tuesday - Saturday 10 a.m. - 6 p.m. 
609-771-8787 


sky, Ed Kranepool, Ron 
Swoboda, Paul Blair, and others 
team up with amateur players 
from New Jersey to play ball. 
Family event to raise funds for 
people with disabilities and their 
families. $10. 7:05 p.m. 


Sunday 


August 4 
Pop Music 


Santana, Tweeter Center, 1 Har- 
bour Boulevard, Camden, 856- 
338-9000. The supernatural 
sounds of Santana with Rusted 
Root. $28 to $55. 7:30 p.m. 


Art 


September 11 Quilts, Montgom- 
ery Center for the Arts, 1860 
House, 124 Montgomery Road, 
609-921-3272. Opening recep- 
tion and gallery talk for “Septem- 
ber 11 Quilts: An exhibition of 
memorial art quilts” by project di- 
rector Drunell Levinson of New 
York. Quilts on view to Septem- 
ber 1. Free. 1 to 4 p.m. 


How | Learned to Drive, Prince- 


ton Summer Theater, Hamilton 
Murray Theater, 609-258-7062. 
Pulitzer Prize winning drama 
about an abused woman remem- 
bering the past. $12 to $14. 2 
p.m. 


Bye Bye, Birdie, Ritz Theater, 
915 White Horse Pike, Oaklyn, 
856-858-5230. Musical. $15. 2 
p.m. 


Footloose, Villagers Theater, 
475 DeMott Lane, Somerset, 
732-873-2710. Musical. $14. 2 
p.m. 


Hotel d’Amour, Off-Broadstreet 
Theater, 5 South Greenwood 
Avenue, Hopewell, 609-466- 
2766. Musical comedy. $22.50 
& $24. 2:30 p.m. 


How to Succeed in Business 
Without Really Trying, Actors’ 
NET, 635 North Delmorr Ave- 
nue, Morrisville, 215-295-3694. 
Musical. $15. 8 p.m. 


Dancing 


Tango Workshop, Actor’s 
Dance Studio, 1012 Brunswick 
Avenue, Lawrence Township, 
609-882-6099. Noted tango 
dancers Claudio Asprea and 
Agustina Videla teach two work- 
shops. Beginners at 1 p.m.; inter- 
mediate at 2:30 p.m. One class, 
$30; two classes, $50. Preregis- 
ter. 1 p.m. 


Literati 


B. Sangankar, Barnes & Noble, 
869 Route 1 South, North Bruns- 
wick, 732-545-7966. The Indo- 
American Literary Academy pre- 
sents B. Sangankar of John Jay 
College with a discussion on the 
influence of Lord Mahavi’s mes- 
sage of on-violence on literature 
and the world. Free 3 p.m. 


Health & Wellness 


Blood Drive, American Red 
Cross, St. Paul’s Church, 214 
Nassau Street, 800-448-3543. 
7:45 a.m. to 1:15 p.m. 


History 


Buccleuch Mansion, Easton : 
Avenue, Buccleuch Park, New bs 
Brunswick, 732-745-5094. 1739 
Georgian mansion exhibit, 

“225th Anniversary of the Occu- 
pation of Buccleuch and New 
Brunswick by the British” open 
Sundays through October. Dona- 
tions. 2 to 4 p.m. 


Plainsboro Museum, Wicoff 

House, 641 Plainsboro Road, 
609-799-9040. Plainsboro’s his- P 
tory featured in exhibits from 

6,000 years ago to the present 

day including Walker-Gordon, 
transportation, Elsie the cow, 

schools, and other historic 
memorabilia. Free. 2 to 4:30 

p.m. 


Evening Tours, Kuser Farm 
Mansion, 390 Newkirk Avenue, 
Hamilton, 609-890-3630. Regis- 
ter. Free. 5 pm 6, and 7 p.m. ¢ 


Hot Spots 


Flamenco Dancers, Mediterra, 
Palmer Square North Plaza, 609- 
252-9680. 45-minute demonstra- 
tion. 2 and 4 p.m. 


For Families 


Sundae School, New Jersey 
Museum of Agriculture, Col- 
lege Farm Road and Route 1, 
North Brunswick, 732-249-2077. 
All about ice cream. $4 adults, 
$2 children. Noon to 3 p.m. 


Outdoor Action 


History Walk, Bucks County 
Audubon Society, Visitors Cen- 
ter, 2877 Creamery Road, Sole- 
bury Township, 215-297-5880. 

Honey Hollow History Walks fea- 
tures anecdotes about people 
who once lived on the National 
Historic Landmark. Rain or 
shine. Free. 1 p.m. 


Outdoor Skills Day, Delaware & 
Raritan Canal State Park, Bulls 
Island Recreation Area, 609-397- 
2949. Learn basic outdoor skills 
including family camping skills, 
safety, outdoor survival, leave 
no trace ethics, and equipment 
demonstrations. Register. Free. 

1 p.m. 


Somerset Hills Single Hikers, 
Willie’s Tavern, Route 202, Bed- 
minster, 732-863-4909. Hike at 
Ken Lockwood Gorge in Califon. 
Meet in parking lot across from 
Willie’s, $6. 11:30 a.m. 


_ Monday — 


- August 5 : 


Camera 


Adelaide Chamber Singers, 
Nassau Presbyterian Church, 
61 Nassau Street, 609-924- 
0103. Professional choral en- | 
semble from Australia present | 
traditional Australian songs and o 
compositions by Australian com- 
posers. The fifteen-voice ensem- 
ble, formed in 1985, is on the 
way to perform in Minneapolis at 
the Sixth World Symposium on 
Choral Music. Free. 7:30 p.m. 
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‘Praise Famous Men’: Walker Evans’s 
portrait of ‘Floyd Burroughs’ is at the 
James A. Michener Art Museum in 
Doylestown. 215-340-9800. 
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Art 


Linda M. Ogden, Extension Gal- 
lery, 60 Sculptors Way, Mer- 
cerville, 609-890-7777. First day 
for “One Woman’s One Man 
Show,” an exhibit of sculpture 
and photography by Linda Og- 
den. Show runs to August 29. 
Free. 10 a.m. 


Drama 


How to Succeed in Business 
Without Really Trying, Actors’ 
NET, 635 North Delmorr Ave- 
nue, Morrisville, 215-295-3694. 
$15. 8 p.m. 


Film 


Chunhyang, Friends of Monroe 
Township Public Library, Mon- 
roe Township Public Library, 4 
Municipal Plaza, 732-521-5000. 
The Summer International Film 
Festival continues with Korean 
film directed by Im Kwon Taek 
about forbidden love. $1. 2 and 
7 p.m. 


Literati 


Writer’s Exchange, Barnes & 
Noble, MarketFair, Route 1 
South, 609-897-9250. Creative 
writing workshop led by author 
Ed Leefeldt. Free. 7 p.m. 


Events 


National Night Out Kick-Off, 
Plainsboro Recreation, Morris 
Davison Park, 609-799-0909. 
Music, dancing, games, soda, 
and contests for the whole fam- 
ily. Prizes and giveaways. A fire 
truck and police car on display. 
Crime prevention information. 
The movie “Shrek” will be 
shown at 8:30 p.m. Raindate is 
Friday, August 9. Free. 6:30 
p.m. 


National Night Out, Tuesday, Au- 
gust 6, is a time for communities 
nationwide to join forces in sup- 
port of crime and drug preven- 
tion. Residents spend the eve- 
ning outside, strengthen police- 
community partnerships, and 
send a message to criminals let- 
ting them know that neighbor- 
hoods are organized and dedi- 
cated to being crime and vio- 
lence free. 


A Family of Authors, Princeton 
Public Library, Princeton Shop- 
ping Center, North Harrison, 
609-924-9529. Meet children’s 
author Brian Lies, who grew up 
in Princeton, and his mother, 
poet Betty Lies. Free. 7 p.m. 


Lectures 


Grant Writing Workshop, Na- 
tional Law Enforcement Train- 
ing Center, Hilton Hotel, 2117 
Route 4 East, Fort Lee, 803-750- 
9759. For novice and advanced 
grant writers on how to identify 
and write grants to foundations, 
corporations, and the govern- 
ment. Those completing the four- 
day course become Certified 
Grants Specialist. Register. 
$649. 8:30 a.m. 


Outdoor Action 


Using Birds and Habitat in the 
Classroom, Bucks County 
Audubon Society, Audubon 
Visitor Center, 2877 Creamery 
Road, New Hope, 215-297- 
5880. Four-day workshop for 
educators. Through Thursday, 
August 8. Register. $200. 8: 
a.m. 


Sports 


Trenton Thunder, Waterfront 
Park, 609-394-8326. Norwich. 
$8. 7:05 p.m. 


Sports for Causes 


Golf Classic, West Windsor 


Recreation and 
Parks, Mercer Oaks 
Golf Course, 609-799- 
6141. Twelfth Annual 
Golf Classic to bene- 
fit youth sports alli- 
ance. Four-man 
scramble format. Indi- 
viduals assigned to a 
foursome. Check-in 
and lunch at 11 a.m. 
Shotgun start at 
12:15 p.m. $100 in- 
cludes golf with cart, 
lunch, dinner, 


awards, and tee shirt. 
Register. 11 a.m. 


Walker Evans and James 
Agee: Let Us Now Praise Fa- 
mous Men, James A. Mich- 
ener Art Museum, 138 South 
Pine Street, Doylestown, 215- 
340-9800. Exhibition lecture tour 
and gallery talk by Bruce Katsiff, 
director and CEO, and Brian Pe- 
terson, senior curator, Michener 
Art Museum. Exhibition through 
Sunday, October 13. Advance 
registration required. $15. 1 to 5 
p.m. 


Gallery Talk, Michener Art Mu- 
seum, 138 South Pine Street, 
Doylestown, 215-340-9800. Lec- 
ture and gallery talk by Bruce 
Katsiff, director of Michener Art 
Museum. $15. 1 p.m. 


How to Succeed in Business 
Without Really Trying, Actors’ 
NET, 635 North Deimorr Ave- 
nue, Morrisville, 215-295-3694. 
Musical. $15. 8 p.m. 


The Illusion, New Jersey Shake- 
speare Festival, F.M. Kirby 
Theater, Drew University, Madi- 
son, 973-408-5600. Tony Kush- 
ners adaptation of Pierre Cor- , 
neille’s 17th-century tale of sor- 
cery, love, and youth. Paul 
Mullins directs. Preview. Per- 
formances to August 25. $32 to 
$51. 8 p.m. 


Direct From Moscow, Prince- 
ton Summer Theater, Hamilton 
Murray Theater, 609-258-7062. 
Four actors present scenes, sto- 
ries, and drama as a Celebration 
of their year studying at the Mos- 
cow Art Theater School. $12 to 
$14. 8 p.m. 


Film 

Chunhyang, East Brunswick 
Public Library, Two Jean Wall- 
ing Civic Center, 732-390-6775. 
The Summer International Film 
Festival continues with Korean 
film directed by Im Kwon Taek 


about forbidden love. Free. 1:30 
and 8 p.m. 


Hiroshima and Nagasaki Re- 
membrance, Coalition for 
Peace Action, Institute for Ad- 
vanced Study, Olden Lane, 609- 
924-5022. The annual ceremony 
of remembrance and hope to 
mark the anniversary of the 
atomic bombings of Hiroshima 
and Nagasaki on August 6, 
1945. Speakers include 
Lawrence Korb, former assistant 
Secretary of Defense; Hiroshima 
survivor Koji Hayashida; and Su- 
mie Kakita, daughter of Na- 
gasaki survivor. Bring your own 
picnic. Ceremony follows the 
program. Free. 


National Night Out, North 


Brunswick Police, 710 Her- 
mann Road, North Brunswick, 
732-247-0922. Public safety 
tips, tours, child photo kits, food, 
and entertainment. Free. 6 to 8 
p.m. 


Cool Spots 


J. Pat, The Urban Word, 449 
South Broad, Trenton, 609-989- 
7777. Rebecca Jensen hosts 
open mic night to showcase mu- 
sicians. No cover. 8:30 p.m. 


For Families 


National Night Out, Water- 
Works, West Windsor Commu- 
nity Park, Route 571, 609-799- 
1222. West Windsor Community 
Police program. Free. 6 to 9 

.m,. 


For Teens 


How to Read a Film, Princeton 
Public Library, Princeton Shop- 
ping Center, North Harrison, 
609-924-9529. Area film experts 
introduce and lead discussions 
of films noted for their editing, 
sound, narrative, musical score, 
direction, and scene setting. 
View screenings of a wide vari- 
ety of films and film clips. For 
grades six through twelve. Reg- 
ister. Free. 7 p.m. 


Discussion leaders include Mar- 
ilyn Campbell, Maria DeBattista, 
Bruce Lawton, Al Nigrin, and 
Jerry Rife. 


Singles 


Professional & Business Sin- 
gles Network, Rusty Scupper, 
Princeton, 800-537-3859. Busi- 
ness and personal networking. 
Cash bar and free hors d’oeu- 
vres. $8. 5:30 p.m. 


sports 


Trenton Thunder, Waterfront 
Park, 609-394-8326. Norwich. 
$8. 7:05 p.m. 


Outdoor Concerts 


Caravan, Greenway Amphithea- 
ter at 200 Carnegie Center, 732- 
545-7200. Summer lunchtime 
music series. In case of rain, per- 
formances are scheduled for the 
following day. Free. Noon. 


Dick Chimes, Lawrence Town- 
ship, Lawrence Township Sen- 
ior Center, 609-844-7048. Sum- 
mer concert series. In case of 
rain, concert moves indoors. 
Free. 6:30 p.m. 


Bruce Springsteen, Continen- 
tal Airlines Arena, East Ruther- 
ford, 212-307-4100. Bruce and 
the E Street Band open their 
world tour in Jersey, supporting 
their new album “The Rising.” 
The tour will take the band to 46 
cities in North America and 
Europe through December. 7 
p.m. 


Drama 
How to Succeed in Business 


Without Really Trying, Actors’ 
NET, 635 North Deimorr Ave- 
nue, Morrisville, 215-295-3694. 
$15. 8 p.m. 
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New York Life - The Company You Keep®) 


They say nothing remains constant except change itself. 
At New York Life, we see the world a little differently. The values with 
which we started. Financial Strength in our products, integrity and 
humanity in our dealings -remain the unshakablefoundationof the 
company today. That they will be our values tomorrow - no matter 
what it looks like - is why New York Life is the Company You Keep®. 


Full Range of Insurance and Financial Products 
Life Insurance * Annuities 
Long Term Care Insurance * Mutual Funds* 
Retirement and Estate Planning 
Funding for 401k and Roll-Over 
College Funding 529 Higher Education Plan* 
Group Medical, Dental, Disability, Life-, AD&D ** 


Rakesh Bansal, LUTCF 
Princeton, NJ 08540 
Tel: 609-375-2046/2048 


Fax: 609-375-2637 
www.rakeshbansal.com 
Rbansal@ft.newyorklife.com 


The Company You Keep® 


Registered Representative for 
NYLIFE Securities Inc. 

Park 80 West, Plaza One 
Saddle Brook, NJ 07663 

Tel: 201-845-6900 


e Mutual Funds offered by NYLIFE Securities, inc. (member 
NASD/SIPC), 51 Madison Avenue, New York, NY 10010 
** Product available through one or more carrier not affiliated 
with New York Life and dependent on carrier authorization 
and product availability in your situation/locality. 


Do you know 
that your 
breasts are 
not identical? 


We do! 


When it comes to intimate apparel, we know it all. 
Tired of having to search for and try on count- 
less bras in order to find one that feels right? 
You deserve a convenient and personal lingerie 
shopping experience. Our expert fitters will 
work with you in a private, comfortable, no 
pressure environment. No more department 
store hassles. No more wasted time. 

No more wasted money. 


That’s why, for 
Cdith’s 


more than 45 
EXQUISITE LINGERIE 


years, Edith’s is 
the perfect fit. 
Because all 34Bs are not created equal 
609.921.6059 


www.edithsinc.com 


344 Nassau St., Suite 202, Princeton 
Mon.-Sat. 9:30-5:30 


Sleep Cool. 


Did you know that your 
body will feel 3° - 5° cooler 
just by sleeping on 
comfortable, breathable 
cotton? Cotton wicks 

3 ** away moisture, allowing 
your body to cool itself naturally. Sleep on a 
White Lotus cotton futon mattress tonight and 
feel the difference. Better support, more comfort. 


WY 


since 1981 


where pba BE 


handmade futons and fine furnishings 
202 nassau st. princeton 191 hamilton st. new bruns. 
609.497.1000 732.828.2111 


www.whitelotus.net 
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Windsor'5 
Cigar Co. 


Something For 
Every Cigar Lover 


CIGARS @ CIGAR ACCESSORIES 
PIPES @ PIPE TOBACCO 
MEN’S GIFTS 
GIFT CERTIFICATES 


Ellsworth’s Center 


33 Princeton-Hightstown Road 
Princeton Junction 


609-936-0600 


Monday-Friday 10-8 @ Saturday 9-8 @ Sunday 11-4 


Cliff Koblin, ma, c.a.p.c.. 


is pleased to announce the opening of his 
office for the consultation and treatment of: 


Alcoholism and Drug Addiction - Co-dependency Issues 
Anger Management + Critical Incident Stress Debriefing 
Adults - Adolescents + Individual » Family 


Evening and Saturday hours by appointment 


609-333-1096 - Fax: 609-333-0761 
4475 Route 27 + Kingston, New Jersey 


Sliding Scale Fees Available 


Do You Have a "Honey-Do" List? | 


R.A.H. HOME IMPROVEMENTS 
Custom Woodworking 
Entertainment Centers « Crown Moldings 
Mantle Pieces ¢ Built-in Cabinetry 
* Fast, Reliable Service * Fully Insured 
¢ 2 Year Warranty on All Work * References Upon Request 


$40/Hour Handy Man Service witha 4-hour minimum 


Call Ryan A. Henninger, Owner 


609-883-6269 ¢.< 


Ca 


Hazen Plastic Surgery, P.A 


¢ Breast Enlargements, 
Lifts & Reductions 
Liposuction 
Tummy Tucks 

Face Lifts 

Mid-face Rejuvenation 
° Eye Lifts 

Botox/ Collagen 


Dr. Jill Hazen 
Board Certified 
in Plastic & 
Reconstructive Surgery ® Skin Care 


Montgomery Commons 
611 Executive Dr., Princeton, NJ 08540 
Serving the Princeton Area Since 1995 


| 609-921-7747 
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metal Hopkins far enough to 
reach them. He gave away two 
more hefty bluefish, then the 
school moved offshore, out of 
sight as the sun disappeared and 
the nearly full moon appeared. 
No one was too disappointed, be- 
cause to most of them the blue- 
fish was a commodity and the 
striper was an asset, a trophy, the 
source of passion and longing 
and, for some, busted marriages. 
Surely, the stripers would show 
in the coming hours as the tide 
turned. 

Kyle, meanwhile, just wanted 
a fish — anything that swam 
would do. Yes, he was here for a 
striper, but his cold streak had 
gone on too long. He grimaced at 
the gracelessness of his pity party 
and began trying to call up a list 
of his lean Best Striper Practices. 

For the next four hours, a 
dozen anglers plying a prime fish- 
ing spot under near-perfect condi- 
tions tried bait (clam bellies, her- 
ring), lures of all persuasions, 
and even oversized fly streamers. 
One solitary, not-quite-legal 
sized striper was hauled in. To- 
night was in fact not the night 
and Kyle wondered for a mo- 
ment if he was the source of the 
bad fishing Karma. No, if he was 
the bad fishing Karma. 

Kyle sat down near the base of 
the sea wall, stretched his legs 
out and felt his eyes starting to 
close. Man, what a week this has 
been, I am just so dragged out, 
I’m having delusions about being 
a, being a ji. . . being a, a, yeah, 
yeah, say it a jin. .. Auughh! 
How neurotic is this?! I can’t 
even utter the word in my own 
personal delusion, my sleep-de- 
prived Fishing Fugue. Vince and 
Steve Wamoniak seemed to 
sense something wasn’t right 
with the youngest member of 
their surf brethren, sidled over, 
and quietly sat down on either 
side of Kyle. 

“Just wasn’t happening to- 
night, guys. It’s like that some- 
times. They might have slayed 
em up at North Beach at the 
Hook, but if we just keep putting 
our time in we’ll be here when 
they are,” said Steve in typical 
Zen sportsman mode. 

Kyle looked at him for a long 
five seconds, didn’t know 
whether to hug him or hit him. 
“Yeah, well as long as I’m here, 
we won’t get anything.” He 
paused, looked at both of them 
and said the words, “I’m a Jinx.” 

Neither Vince or Steve said 
anything for a while. Finally, 
Vince broke the silence. “Kyle,” 
he said, “I’ve been sitting on this 
for a few weeks now. You know 
a lot of guys think I catch more 
fish because I can cast farther 
than just about anybody. That’s 
only a small part of it. There’s 
something you’ ve got to know.” 

He took a deep breath, locked 
eyes with Steve, who gave an al- 
most imperceptible nod of his 
head. It looked like a scene from 
“The Sopranos.” Kyle shivered. 
Vince continued, looking straight 
out at the horizon, past both of 
them, “I keep a fishing log of all 
my trips out here and I enter 
every possible detail — wind, 
tides, weather conditions, time of 
day, date, lures, species caught, 
you name it. It’s not perfect, but 
it helps me puzzle out the pat- 
terns. 

“So I notice like everybody 
else that since early April, when 
the first stripers hit the surf 
we've had a few great days, other 
days when it was just okay and 

* 


most days when it basically 
sucked. So I’m inputting it into 
this program on my laptop and 
it’s not adding up. I usually take 
the good with the bad, but 
they’re too many bad ones on 
ideal days in the calendar.” 
Steve, impatient, breaks in, 
“Vince is telling this to me and 


COREE A AL ERO DIDEROT CED, 


He caught flak from 
the partners at the 

law firm about never 
driving this heap to a 
client’s office. Fat 
chance on that, I’m 
your basic fresh-out-of- 
law-school 70-hour-a- 
week back-office 
grunt. 


three or four other guys out by 
the Novack Avenue jetty. We’re 
just puffing away on our Cohibas 
because there’s jack happening. 
Vince is going on and on, run- 
ning down all these fog details 
and when he runs out of gas, that 
fly fishermen Jorge Yacuda 
looks over at us with this ultra-se- 
rious look and says, ‘It is Kyle, 
he is the Jinx of the Jersey 
Shore.’” 

“Oh man, we just fell down 
laughing,” said Vince. “It was 
priceless. He was so deadpan and 
so serious, and —’’ Vince 
stopped, seeing Kyle’s expres- 
sion, or lack thereof. Vince’s 
smile slowly vanished and he 
continued. 

“God, I wish it wasn’t true. 
That night when I got home, just 
for the hell of it, I added you as 
the final variable and that was it. 
All the days we got shut out or al- 
most shut out were Fridays and 
Saturdays, when you were al- 
ways here. I mean, figure the 
odds. The one great blitz day was 
that Saturday was when you were 
at your cousin’s wedding, and all 
the other blitz days were Mon- 
days through Wednesday. I could 


_ go on, but what’s the point. Truth 


to tell, it kind of creeped me out. 
God help me, Kyle .. . you are 
the Jersey Shore Jinx.” 

Okay, thought Kyle. It’s out 
on the lunar table. It’s undeni- 
able. I am the Jinx. I either stop 
fishing here or they got to do 
what they got to do. 

Boom! Kyle shot out of the 
bed of his first-floor condo, lurch- 
ing towards the window. His 
muddled mind raced — gas ex- 
plosion, thunder, Paulie Wal- 
nuts? He finally focused on the 
source of the deafening blast. 
Couple of teenagers testing their 
new sound system. 

Thanks for your wake-up call, 
little home fries, he said out loud. 
He hadn’t set his alarm clock and 
he had to be in Livingston in an 
hour. He threw on khakis, a golf 
shirt, and Docksiders and raced 
to the Gray Rocket. He made it 
to the office in less than an hour. 
The beast was ugly and drank 
gas without apology, but it had 
guts. 

Kyle finished his grunt work 
and packed up in old quilts the 
still functional computer one of 
the associates was “donating” to 
him so could add 10 hours to his 
work week by working at home. 
These guys are all heart. No way, 
he told himself, that he would 
treat new hires the way the part- 
ners and associates treated him. 
He drummed on the steering 
wheel and smiled. Sure he would. 

It was 4 p.m., Saturday, June 


22, steaming down the Parkway, 
blasting Stevie Ray Vaughn. 
Kyle had somehow resisted reliv- 
ing the horror of the previous 
night’s Jinx revelation, but it was 
all flooding back now. In some 
way, he’d known for weeks. It 
had a few of the elements of a B- 
minus Steven King novel, with- 
out all the royalty checks. 

Decision time, time to face the 
music. Would it be home to Old 
Bridge to chill out over ESPN, or 
back to stand before the faceless 
Maw of the Jinx. Decision made, 
he pulled into the complex, 
packed his gear up, and slammed 
three Rolling Rocks into his 
cooler, along with half a day-old 
No. 3 Italian Sub and was back 
on the road in less than two min- 
utes. 

It occurred to him that this was 
one of those moments when you 
just hydroplane over your fear be- 
fore fear pulls you back by the 
ankles into some illusion of 
safety. He wasn’t sure what it all 
meant but he knew that tonight 
he had to cast his lures, his fate, 
far beyond the breakers of Mon- 
mouth Beach. 

In 45 minutes, Kyle pulled 
into an angled parking space 
hard by the sea wall and across 
from that dysfunctional 
“Cheers” bar, The Reeling Dol- 
phin. Kyle knew that especially 
tonight he could not even glance 
in the direction of the green vinyl] 
stools and the 38-degree beer and 
the Yankee game. The whole fa- 
miliar scene would too quickly 
insulate him from confronting 
the mocking specter before him. 
A small voice inside him rose up: 
Clemens against Martinez to- 
night in Fenway. He ignored it, 
knowing that Clemens had 
pitched the night before. He 
quickly grabbed his gear and 
took two steps at a time to the 
top of the wall. There he saw an 
even larger crowd than normal 
that included all of the usual fish- 
ermen. 

He walked through the sand to 
Vince, Steve, and a tall guy in 
shorts and a Hawaiian shirt who 
he’d never seen before. “ Hey, 
Ky, didn’t expect to see you 
here. Glad you came, though,” 
Steve said quickly. “Hey about 
last night — this jinx stuff is re- 
ally all a bunch of crap. Let’s go 
catch some fish.” 

‘T appreciate the thought, but 
jinxes are made to be broken,” 
Kyle said. He immediately 
jogged to the edge of the water 
line and started casting without 
waiting for a response. For some 
reason he was casting exception- 
ally far and with accuracy and he 


_ could feel that this was going to 


break the spell. 

The rest of the group of about 
20 fishermen, spread out over 
about 150 yards were similarly 
locked in and focused and cast al- 
most continuously for about four 
hours until dusk. One bluefish 
was caught, an undersized one at 
that, and roughly two-thirds of 
the fishermen left by 10 p.m. 
Kyle, Steve, and several other 
die-hards remained, including 
Hawaiian-shirted Ray, who after 
a while stopped fishing and, cup- 
Ping a joint, enjoyed the slowly 
rising moon and lapping waves. 

By midnight, Steve and Vince 
had had enough and packed up 
their gear to leave. “Not to be to- 
night, we're gone,” said Vince, 
adding “why don’t you come 
with us kid, we'll buy you a tall 
One and we can see the high- 
lights.” 

“No thanks. I’m going to give 
it another hour and nog 
8ives,” said Kyle. He was lying. 
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He would stay out all night if he had to. 
They knew better than to ask again and 
soon disappeared over the sea wall. 

Kyle rummaged through his tackle box 
for an old Red Fin plug his father had 
given him when he was ten. He was sure it 
was in there, but it was so packed in there 
that lures had spilled out of their neat com- 
partments. 

“Pez, oh Pez, Aye, Wooo, Woo, you 
are beautiful, you are stubborn, I will use 
your strength against you, Merde, 
Wooo00 . . .”” Kyle would have been mys- 
tified, but he knew from one other experi- 
ence that this poetic succession of words 
meant that Jorge was into a fish, possibly 
but not necessarily a very large one. The 
moon had gone behind the clouds, so Kyle 
followed his voice and discovered him 
fighting, yes, a very large fish on his fly 
rod, and the fish was very close to being 
beached. 

But this being the ocean, the actions of 
waves crashing in and receding, the pull of 
unseen currents and in this case the size of 
this striper were problematic. Kyle yelled, 
“Jorge, what can I do to help you?” 

“Nothing to do yet, my friend, nothing 
to do yet. This fish is not ready to come to 
Papa Jorge.” Just then his drag screamed 
and the fish surged parallel to the beach, 
its huge back and dorsal fin out of the 
water. Jorge, a college writing professor, 
stayed calm, didn’t reflexively pull back, 
but 40-pound stripers and medium action 
fly rods are not willing partners. The line 
snapped along with the tip of the rod. 

“Oh, merde!”’ said Jorge loudly. Then, 
softly, ‘“She’s gone.”’ He stood at that 
spot, his body slumping into the shape of a 
question mark. “Ah, you know what, she 
was going back into the water anyway. 

She just returned a bit early. But you 
know, I will dream about his one, my 
friend, I will dream about this one.” 

With that he took his marred rod and 
small canvas shoulder bag and walked 
back to his Jeep. Kyle heard him call 
faintly as reached the top of the wall, 
“Good fishing, my friend!” 

No sleep. It was now 2 a.m. He was 
completely alone and the moon had not 
reemerged from behind the clouds. He 


pulled his small pocket flashlight out and 
miraculously he was able to locate his old 
Red Fin. He also concluded that the vague 
romance of being on the beach alone cast- 
ing for the noble striper was exceeded by 
the appeal of a soft bed and the rare pros- 
pect of sleeping in. He checked his illumi- 
nated sport watch and made a mental note: 
One hour sounds about right. 

He decided to walk back to the general 
area where Jorge had lost 
his big fish. He whipped 
the Red Fin out into the 
darkness, long looping and 
fruitless casts, but he was 
enjoying himself. It 
sounded cliched even 
thinking it, but in the easy, 
seamless rhythm of cast 
and retrieve, the sound and 
smell of the ocean, he felt 
like he was at one with this 
place. He walked down an- 
other twenty yards and cast 
just to the right of a small 
rock jetty. 

Big Fish prowling through the wash, he 
thought idly. Four turns of the reel, and 
then sudden heaving pressure. A snag? 
No, the snag is moving very fast, the line 
is peeling off and the fish that seconds be- 
fore was just beyond the area where the 
last wave breaks on the beach was now 
over 50 yards out and was not slowing 
down. Forget poetry, he could barely 
croak out a dry-mouthed “Fish on!” to no 
one in particular. This being new to Kyle, 
he thought of the saltwater fishing shows 
on TV where the seemingly overmatched 
angler has to slow the streaking fish down 
or risk losing all his line and thus the bat- 
tle. 

He was dangerously close to that point, 
so he tightened down on the reel drag, 
which balances angler resistance and al-_ 
lowance of the fish’s power. Slowly he be- 
gan regaining the line he’d lost, but the 
fish, which he hadn’t seen yet, still ran off 
long bottom-hugging runs. Kyle’s arms 
ached and his legs were starting to cramp, 
but he knew as long as he stayed upright, 
he could land this fish. He looked at his 
watch. It was close to an hour since he 


the fish’s 


would be 


eens COU feo! the 
Finally he could feel 
weight rolling in on 


an arriving wave. He 
knew that the brute 


ing in seconds. 


hooked the brute, maybe he 
should just cut the line so he 
could go home to SportsCenter. 
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Man he was punchy. It was 
more likely he’d cut his right 
arm off than lose this fish, 
which definitely was not a blue- 
fish or a shark. This was a 
striper and bigger than he could 
have dared to ever dream. 
Finally he 


fish’s massive 
weight rolling in 
on an arriving 
wave. Oh, no, 
the end of this 
fight is happen- 
ing too quickly. 
He knew that 
the brute would 
be almost surf- 
ing in seconds. 
Here it was, on 
a 45-degree an- 
gle. Kyle was standing knee 


massive 


almost surf- 
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deep in the water as the wave 

carried the striper in — right to his feet. 
The wave began to recede, the striper 
turned his head and, deja screwed, the line 
snapped. Kyle didn’t think, but reacted. 
The fish was spent but would have enough 
energy to swim away in seconds. Pro- 
tected by his windbreaker, he thrust his 
right arm far into the striper’s massive 
mouth and swung it up onto the sand. For- 
getting accepted approaches, he wrestled 
the fish up and away from the farthest 
reach of the waves, the fish pinned under 
him. One of the hooks was in his finger 
but not so far that the barb was in, so he 
freed it with a slightly bloody pull. 

He packed his gear up and brought it to 
the car, realizing with minor irritation that 
the computer was still in the trunk 
wrapped in quilts. He then went back to re- 
trieve the striper. He estimated it to be 
over seventy pounds, close to a world re- 
cord. This is insane, there’s no way he’s 
this big, I must have some sort of contact 
high from Ray, he muttered. Dragging 
him over the sea wall, though, he was sure 
that this was indeed world class. He re- 


membered carrying his passed-out friend 
Al (150 pounds) from his front porch to 
the back seat of the Belvidere to drive him 


‘ home last year. This fish was more than 


half of Al’s weight, he believed. 

He thought, Belvidere or no Belvidere, 
do I want this striper in my back seat? 
Easy, he concluded, I'll tie it secure to the 
top of my trunk, which he did. Then he 
drove directly to Santo’s Bait & Tackle to 
have it officially weighed in. When he ar- 
rived Santo’s was dark, wouldn’t open for 
another two hours. This, he thought, is not 
good. If I’ve got a world record on my 
hands, I’ve got to get this weighed before 
he loses too many fluids. He knew that the 
Fishing Finatic Bait & Tackle Shop, 10 
miles up Route 36, was open 24 hours a 
day, so he gunned it out of the parking lot 
and rocketed onto the highway. 

He searched through his tape collection, 
found the perfect one and popped it in. 
Muddy Waters “I’m a Man,” accompa- 
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PATRIOTS THEATER 


at the War Memonial 


PETER NERO and the PHILLY 
POPS with guest LINDA EDER 


To benefit Morris 
Hall & St. Lawrence 
Rehabilitation Center 


Legendary pianist and 
conductor, Peter Nero, 
leads the Philly Pops 
orchestra in a special 
concert featuring the 
spectacular voice of 
Broadway /recording 
star, Linda Eder. 


SATURDAY 
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And now featuring... 


"CONCERTS ON THE LANDING" 


FREE LIVE MUSIC THURSDAYS AT LUNCHTIME 
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concert series on the steps of the War Memorial, 
in conjunction with Trenton Downtown Association's 
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www.thewarmemortial.com 
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historic Capito! Complex along the Delaware River. The War Memorial is 
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nied by Johnny Winter, cranked 
up all the way. Life is good, this 
is all worth it, thought Kyle. And 
the Jinx, if it ever was a Jinx, is 
no more. But, Kyle realized, it is 
definitely time for a new car. 
This one is giving up the ghost, it 
sounds like that muffler starting 
to go, maybe the struts are bad — 
just what is that vibration? That 
does not sound good. Oh well, 
I'll check it out when I get to the 
Finatic, he told himself. 

Kyle turned into the Fishing Fi- 
natic parking lot, where there 
was Only one other car. He 
quickly ran up to the building to 
make sure that Phil the owner 
was there and ready to complete 
the coronation of the royal striper. 

“Sure, bring him in. Where’d 
you get him, by the way? The big 
ones have been pretty sparse re- 
cently.” 

Kyle thumb nailed the location 
and the basics of the battle as 
nonchalantly as possible. While 
he was doing that, three 14-year- 
olds had timed their short-cut 
through the Finatic parking lot 
perfectly. They immediately saw 
what happens to the structural in- 
tegrity of striped bass dragged at 
75 miles per hour over Jersey as- 
phalt. Seeing the mangled striper 
carcass, still majestic in girth and 
length, they did what any self-re- 
specting 14-yéar-old Juvy Hall al- 
ums would do: cut the poor fish 
free and dragged it away for 
paint ball target practice. When 
Kyle walked outside, he circled 
the car again and again, stunned 
and watery-eyed. Okay, he was 
weeping uncontrollably. 

Phil called the Middletown po- 
lice, not so much for the alleged 
theft as for the likely psychotic 
break by a guy driving a gray 
Belvidere with a length of 
bloody rope attached to it. Kyle 
eventually calmed down, and the 
officers, determining that it really 
was fish blood, seemed to be 
amused by the level of detail in 
his Fish Story, which is probably 
why they didn’t bring him to the 
psych services unit of the local 
hospital. 

“Hey,” said one, “the guy ob- 
viously likes fishing and pro 
wrestling. How bad can he be?” 

Early on Sunday afternoon, 
Kyle woke from a tortured sleep 
and phoned Steve and Vince. Nei- 
ther quite believed his story, but 
it was a good one, they decided, 
figuring they’d use it on those 
slow fishing days, which seemed 
to have become the norm. Kyle 
didn’t even bother trying to ex- 
plain to anyone at the law firm 
what had happened. It was the 
type of story that could derail a 
career, or at least force him into 
personal injury practice. 

The following week, he was 
getting, well, the fish eye, when 
he strode onto the beach with 
surf rod in hand. No one carried 
a particle of belief in his story 
and most were sure that he was 
still, without doubt, the Jersey 
Shore Jinx. No one, that is, but 
Jorge Yacuda. 

“Kyle, my friend, the Jinx has 
lifted,” he said with certainty. 

That day was one of the larg- 
est blitzes in years: 32 stripers 
were caught, including 10 over 
30 pounds. Kyle, Steve, and 
Jorge (using a stouter fly rod and 
stronger line) all caught fish over 
the magic 30 mark. The stoner in 
the Hawaiian shirt, a chiropractor 
aptly based in Deal, beached a 
54-pounder, had his picture taken 
with it and released it, as did 
most of the other fishermen with 
their catches. r, 

By the end of the season in De- 
cember, most of the fishermen 
who fished the northern Jersey 
Shore had heard the story or 
highly embellished versions of it 


(not that it needed burnishing) 
and had formed opinions of its 
veracity — about 50-50. Jorge 
taught Kyle the peculiar joys of 
saltwater fly fishing, including 
some choice Mediterranean ex- 
pletives. 

For the nine months out of the 
year that they plied the surf, the 
air was bilingually blue more 
often than not and the Jinx stayed 
submerged. But there is this 
young chef in a green ’73 Nova 
who lately seems to bring the bad 
luck with him. 

Randall Kirkpatrick is vice 
president of Eagle Public Rela- 
tions in Forrestal Village. He has 
written nearly 100 business fea- 


tures, but this is his first work of 


fiction. He started writing it 26 
years ago in the summer of his 
junior year at Ramapo College, a 
time when he did a lot of surf fish- 
ing, but didn’t catch many fish. 


Blind Man’s Bluff 


by Malcoim Kirkpatrick 


dward Blaine felt his way 

across the room to the rock- 

ing chair by the window. 
By the warmth there he realized 
that the sun must be shining and 
by the odors in the air and the 
noises of the insects, that it was a 
fine spring day. Soothed by the 
sun’s rays, he soon fell asleep. 

After having slept quietly for 

about an hour he awoke with that 
uncanny feeling the blind possess 
of another’s presence. He turned 
about in the chair and called 
softly, asking who was there. It 
turned out to be Lucy with the 
morning mail and papers. After 
having heard the headlines read 
and two complete articles which 
interested him, he dismissed his 
wife to her housework not with- 
out first making sure that the 


His world was falling 
to pieces. He was go- 
ing back to that grind 
stone of an office to 
become the office 
stooge! 


company’s check had arrived. 

He was just dozing off again 
when he heard the doorbell ring. 
He heard Lucy’s footsteps come 
hurrying from the kitchen. As he 
had suspected, it was Mrs. Lewis 
from next door for her morning 
chat. As his wife and Mrs. Lewis 
rambled on about nothing in par- 
ticular Blaine thought how dis- 
torted things seemed. He had lost 
all idea of distance. Although 
they were at least a hundred feet 
from him their images seemed 
larger than himself as he tried to 
picture them in his mind. It was 
queer; he did not think he could 
explain to anyone else how this 
seemed. He caught a few 
snatches of conversation. It 
seemed that Mrs. Lewis wanted 
him to get a police dog. Blaine 
shuddered at the thought. He 
didn’t have to go out so why 
should he? 

Blaine called to his wife when 
Mrs. Lewis had left. He was 
thirsty for a glass of the wine the 
boys had sent over. When he had 
drunk the wine he remarked to 
Lucy that the police dog idea was 
preposterous. The dog would be 
cross and he wasn’t a beggar 
blind man that had to walk the 
streets. Lucy agreed with him. In 
the future she would take him for 
longer walks. Blaine felt com- 
forted. He was going to nap 
again so she could leave. 

The disagreeable jangling of 
the telephone aroused Blaine 


' 


from his slumber. Lucy had gone 
to the grocer’s and he must an- 


swer it. He stumbled to the phone 
and picked up the receiver. It was 
the company. They were going to 
send over a nerve specialist to ex- 


amine him right away. The boys 
all sent their regards. 
Safe in his easy chair Blaine 


felt content. He was certainly get- 


ting the attention nowadays! 
What could a nerve specialist do 
for total blindness? He would 
take another nap — funny how 


easy it is to sleep — until the doc- 


tor came. 

Lucy was tapping him on the 
shoulder. Doctor Pierce was here 
to examine him — he said that 
you knew he was coming. Doctor 
Pierce’s voice boomed out. 
Blaine thought him a thick- 
chested short man by his voice. 
He had known a short man with 
a voice like that. His eyes 
smarted as the doctor’s sensitive 
fingers lifted his eyelids. Yes, he 
knew his eyeballs weren’t dam- 
aged. He couldn’t see, so what 
difference did that make? 

The doctor’s hearty voice 
boomed out happily. There was 
good news. The condition could 
be cleared by a nerve-grafting op- 
eration. The company would pay 
and the operation was sure to be 
a SUCCESS. 

Lucy was crying. The doctor 
had made a discreet exit feeling 
as if he had just relieved a man 
of a death sentence. Lucy left the 
room; she was going to tell every- 
one. 

Blaine felt a terrible spasm of 
fear overcome him. His world 
was falling to pieces. He was go- 
ing back to that grindstone of an 
office to become the office 
stooge! He was going to live in 
the horrible uncertainty of keep- 
ing his job; of salary cuts and 
overtime work. Life was going to 
be hurried. He would be a lamb 
amongst wolves! He was weak, 
afraid, and didn’t want td live in 
that life again — never had 
wanted to! 

Blaine chose mental escape. 
He thought he was three years 
old. One of the orderlies pre- 
tended to be his mama. 


Malcolm Kirkpatrick, 83, is the 


father of Randall Kirkpatrick, 


whose story begins on page 13. 
“Blind Man’s Bluff” first ap- 
peared in the 1937 issue of the 
Peddie Graduate. 


Job Interview 


by Susan Hacker 


t felt good to wear a suit 

again. Adam took off the 

jacket, folded it and laid it 
across the back seat of his 
Toyota. He got into the car and 
took off. 

There was no reason to be 
nervous. He'd earned a much 
higher salary than this job of- 
fered, and managed a much 
larger staff. Hell, he should be 
managing the bozo who was 
about to interview him. What the 
hell was his name? Jeff. 

“How ya doing, Jeff?" No — 
a little too casual. 

“Nice to meet you, Jeff.” A 
sincere smile, good eye contact, a 
nice firm, bone-crushing hand- 
shake. He was almost looking for- 
ward to the interview. 

He pulled onto Route |, and 
found himself stuck behind an 
SUV doing fifty for no reason ex- 
cept that its driver was yapping 
on her cell phone. He had plenty 
of time, and he just had a short 
drive, but he really hated getting 
stuck behind these jackasses. He 
abruptly pulled out into the left 
lane in front of a Lexus driven by 
a smug looking guy who was 
also on his cell phone. Lexus boy 
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looked none too pleased, and probably 
would have leaned on his horn, but he 
clearly had enough to do to continue his 
conversation and avoid rear-ending Adam. 
Adam passed the SUV and got into the 
right-hand lane again. Lexus boy zoomed 
past on his left, then cut into the right lane 
in front of Adam. They both exited onto 
American Way. Adam followed the Lexus 
into the Qualmedcorp parking lot. Could 
this be Jeff? He hoped not. Just in case, he 
parked in the opposite corner of the park- 
ing lot. Lexus Boy had a reserved spot, 


» Adam noticed. He doubted whether he 
could have seen Adam’s face well enough 


to recognize him later, anyway. 

He went to the security desk and asked 
for Jeff. The guard talked to someone on 
the phone and then told Adam that some- 
one would be down to escort him upstairs 
shortly. He motioned to some low-slung 
chairs and suggested that Adam sit down. 

Adam sat and cooled his heels for half 
an hour. There were not many people to 
watch, and he hadn’t brought anything to 
read. He read over his resume several hun- 
dred times. Most of what was on it was 
true. He had worked at some pretty impor- 
tant places, and done some pretty impor- 
tant things. However, he had done some 
stupid things, too, and that was part of the 
reason he wasn’t working at any of those 

places any more. If someone called Hu- 
man Resources at one of them, that was 
fine — they would be too afraid of law- 
suits to divulge more than his dates of em- 
ployment. But if Jeff or his boss had a 
buddy there, it would probably mean he 
would not get this job, and he would never 
know why. 

Finally, a large, friendly looking fellow 
came up to him. *“ Adam?” 

Adam awkwardly pulled himself up 
from the chair. The man extended his 
hand. “How ya doing? I’m Tom. I work 
for Jeff.” 

“How ya doing?” Adam asked in reply. 
He gave Tom a nice firm handshake and 
watched him try not to wince. 

Tom took him up to the fifth floor, and 
through a maze of cubicles to an office 

with frosted glass walls and a metal door. 
He asked Adam to wait outside while he 


facility located just across 
(formerly RCHP and Chi d 


: : states 
highway at 4250 
overy Center). 


went in to Jeff. In a moment, Jeff came 
out, shook his hand (wishy-washily), and 
invited him into his office. 

Adam took a seat and looked around at 
the desk, the computer, the window with a 
view of the parking lot, the bookshelves 
lined with books on management and pic- 
tures of golf outings. Everything as you 
would expect from Jeff, apparently a fairly 
well-educated and successful man in his 
late thirties. Adam despised golf, although 
he was naturally rather good at it, and 
hated company sponsored outings of any 
kind. 

Now for the hard part — keeping his 
eyes from glazing over as Jeff described 
the company and the work that he would 
be doing if he joined it. Although he really 
wanted to get this job, Adam was fairly 
sure that he didn’t want to actually do it. 

Jeff was talking about Qualmedcorp’s 
3FX initiative. Adam was familiar with 
this methodology from his last two jobs. 
In each case, he and his staff had attended 
a series of classes demonstrating new tech- 
niques which would allow projects to be 
completed on schedule and without errors. 
Templates were provided, and the staff 
was certified in their use. Unfortunately, 
however, there was never time to actually 
use the techniques or the templates, and in 
the end the projects got done the same 
way that they had always gotten done — 
by the hard work of a few people who 
knew what they were doing, or could at 
least figure it out as they went along. At 
the last place he worked, the 3FX people 
got laid off just before he did. He felt a 
headache coming on. | : 

“Have you been certified as a 3FX fa- 
cilitator?” asked Jeff. Adam said that he 
had. 

“How many projects have you used it 
on?” 

“Oh — three or four.” 

“That’s great. We haven’t implemented 
it yet here. How about I call my lead ana- 
lyst in, and we talk about how we can use 
it on our Neutron project?” 

Adam nodded weakly and watched as a 
woman wearing a pink polo shirt entered 
the room, clutching her 3FX manual. A 
diagram featuring a brightly colored trian- 


gle was on the cover. Adam had pored 
over this diagram several times, trying to 
make sense of it, and failed. 

Jeff introduced the woman as Amy. She 
looked like she might actually understand 
the diagram. 

‘What phase of the project are you 
guys in?” Adam asked. 

“We just entered the Scope Definition 
phase,” said Amy. 

That was the first phase. This was going 
to be a long haul. What if they never gave 
up on the methodology, and he had to see 
it all the way through? He broke into a 
sweat. 

“That's very 
important. Be 
sure to nail down 
the Critical Few 
before you get out 
of this phase,” he 
said. Amy scrib- 
bled on her man- 
ual, which he 
found heartening. 
“And when you 
get to the Require- 
ments phase, be 
sure that you get 
buy-in from the User Representative Com- 
mittee.” 

He threw out a few more buzzwords. 
With each one, he felt calmer and more in 
control. Finally, the session was over. Jeff 
thanked him. He was about to leave when 
Jeff asked if he could stay for a few min- 
utes, to meet Jeff’s manager, Dave. Of 
course he agreed. 

Jeff brought Adam to Dave’s office, a 
larger one in the corner. Dave looked kind 
of familiar. Lexus Boy? Maybe. Adam 
could not be sure. He did think that Dave 
was looking at him rather searchingly. 
Adam felt himself starting to sweat again. 

““Adam’s here for the position manag- 
ing the Neutron project.” 

Dave smiled faintly. He made no move 
to shake Adam’s hand. “‘ Where are you 
working now?” 

“My last position was at Foster and 
Wells.” 

“Really. Did you know Paul Taylor?” 

Adam did know Paul Taylor, and as a 


it was true. 


Adam sat and cooled 
his heels. He read 
over his resume sev- 
eral hundred times. 
Most of what was on 


matter of fact, he had been working for 
Paul Taylor just before he got the ax. Tay- 
lor had a pretty good idea of the extent of 
his experience in FX3 and even, after one 
particularly heated conversation, some in- 
sight into Adam’s real feelings about it. 
Adam reluctantly admitted that he had 
worked for Taylor. He could only hope 
that Dave would not call him. 

Meanwhile, the questions continued. 
Adam found himself stumbling and contra- 
dicting himself. He was rattled, and gave 
some answers that were so dumb that even 
Jeff looked at him quizzically. All of the 
buzzwords deserted him. By the time he 
and Jeff left Dave’s office a few 
minutes later, Adam could not 
imagine that either of them would 
ever hire him. The way Jeff 
avoided eye contact as he prom- 
ised to call him confirmed it. 

Adam walked acrpss the parking 
lot to find his car covered with pur- 
ple bird droppings. He wiped the 
windshield with a tissue and dis- 
gustedly threw it on the pavement, 
then wondered whether Dave or 
Jeff might be looking. Screw that, 
he already knew that he didn’t 
have the job. 

As he pulled onto Route |, he caught 
the sun’s full glare, and the headache re- 
ally kicked in. He almost welcomed it, be- 
cause the pain blotted out a mix of bad 
feelings that he was trying very hard to ig- 
nore. Something like shame; something 
like frustration; anger at Dave, Jeff, any- 
one who worked for Qualmedcorp, any- 
one who had a job, the world in general, 
himself. Also: he didn’t want to have to 
talk about this with his wife. 

He turned off onto Bluebird Lane. Trees 
shaded him from the sun. They were tall 
and close to the road. Adam noticed how 
wide they were at the bottom. If a car hit 
one, it would be totaled. He thought about 
it. He would never have to tell his wife 
about this lousy interview, never have to 
have another interview, never have to 
have another job. He felt his heart lift a lit- 
tle. Never have to file income taxes, never 
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of New © Jersey, Inc. 
WHAT “TYPE” IS YOUR BUSINESS? 


ALTRUISTIC willingness to do things 
which benefit other people. 


BENEVOLENT helps people in need. 


ORGANIZED can make arrangements 
for something to happen. 


ARRANGE A BLOOD DRIVE. 


Your company or civic organization can host a blood 


drive this summer and help those in need. New Jersey is 
experiencing a critical blood shortage. Community Blood 
Council of New Jersey is looking for groups to host a 
blood drive. It’s only through the generous volunteers 
who roll up their sleeves and save lives by the simple act 
of giving blood, “The Gift of Life”. 


PLEASE HELP : 


Call Community Blood Council of New Jersey 
609-883-9750 or toll free |-866-2GIVE NJ 
Ask for Recruitment 
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NETWORK REPAIR 


¢ Sun Solaris 
¢ HP Unix 

* Linux 

© Novell 

* Windows 


We build & repair both IBM compatible & Sun 
Microsystems. We sell & install hard disks, 
Floppy, DVD & CDRW drives. 


Nweze Group Enterprises, Inc. 


WWW.NWEZE.COM 


Computer Programming, System Design 
and General Systems Consulting 


Emergency Service: 
We provide 24 hour support 7 days a week 


K & H Automotive, Inc. 
Collision Repair Center 


We Are Your Approved 
Mercedes Benz 
Collision Center. 


° All High Line Automobiles 

* Expert Unibody and Color Matching Skills 

¢ All Technicians are Trained and Certified. 

¢ Full Written Lifetime Repair and Paint Warranty 


CHOOSE YOUR OWN REPAIR FACILITY, 
“IT’S YOUR RIGHT” — 


{ 


1125 Brunswick Ave., Lawrenceville, NJ 08648 
Phone: 609-393-4621 ¢ Fax 609-393-7203 


Exorcism 


Hightstown Road 


Pennsylvania — 
it’s hard to keep track). 


corridor. 


above minimum 
wage...challenge seeker... 


life 


cial one 


coming. 


able... 


tems engineer 


ager 


| hang with a bunch of others 
in a boarded-up house on Princeton- 


(or maybe Alexander Road or even 


“Entering sophomore...seeks something 


beyond health care around here...it’s my 
birthday please help me make it a spe- 


for the job that I truly need...” 


Please keep it down! The exorcists are 


“network administrator...rates reason- 


senior engineering and technology man- 


senior executive 


senior 
senior 
senior’ 


I’m you 


[ rotate the tires, throw away the spare 
; and drive home.” 

If you listen you can hear our voices 
in the rustle of your newspaper in the 


ment...” 


; ” That’s not Latin. 
seeks creative position...is there copy 
“turning from its historical 
research-and-development mode 
to a more client- and consumer- 


99 


friendly... 


Ohhh...! 


experienced management professional... 
expert on colorandsignalprocessing 
seasoned IT professional...veteran...sys- 


senior...information technology manager 


They’ re here already — the exorcists. 
Wally protests to no avail: “Reorg? If 


They’ll have to know good Latin. 
Maybe they don’t know good Latin... 


“From all sin...on the day of judg- 


Not good enough. We’re still here. 
“FORTRAN BEGONE!” 


we’re finally gone as you wished 


Brill is a consultant on (you guessed it) color and 
signal processing in the Princeton area. “1 am also 
a co-conspirator on various Kingston/Princeton en- 
vironmental projects with Karen Linder (at the same 
address) and with Carolyn Foote Edelmann. Con- 
trary to the fictional poem, I’m not gone yet.” 


— Michael Brill 
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Cellulite a Problem for You? 


Silhouette Treatments 
*Lose up to 4 Dress Sizes 
*Supervised by a Board 
Certified Physician 
*Non-Invasive Form of Liposuction 
*No Pain, No Anesthesia, 

No Recovery Time 


*F DA Approved 


What is Cellulite Therapy? 

Our exciting new cellulite treatments program uses 
advanced SilkLight technology to combine sub- 
atmospheric pressure with a state-of-the-art 
mechanical massage to enhances your slimmer, 
trimmer figure and eliminates the rippling effects 
of cellulite. Thi y the FDA. 


+ V4 26.044 es ai 
Beautiful Body Inc. 
Supervised by 
Dr. Natalie Dashevsky 
Princeton- Windsor Office Park 
Across the street from SHISEIDO 
379 Princeton-Hightstown Rd, Bldg. | 
East Windsor 


have to have his car inspected, 
never have another physical. As 
a matter of fact, he could stop 
taking care of himself right now. 
After all, if he was going to off 
himself tomorrow or next week 
or next year, who cared what his 
blood pressure or cholesterol lev- 
els were? He could eat or drink 
whatever he damn well pleased. 
Then, before he drove into one 
of the trees that lined Bluebird 
Lane, he could take care of a few 
things he had been meaning to 
do: go see his brother in Arizona 
and apologize for being such a 
jerk when they were growing up, 
for one thing. Skydive. A lot 
more things seemed possible, 
now that the fear of death was 
not an issue. Was this how terror- 
ists felt? Released from the ordi- 
nary person’s fear of death, did 
they feel free to play out all their 
fantasies, including the ordinary 
person’s worst nightmare? Adam 
could think of a lot of other 
things he wanted to do before he 
died, and when the time came, he 
wasn’t taking anybody with him. 

He realized that he felt like a 
nice juicy steak. Before heading 
over to the Country Squire, he 
called his wife and told her he 
wouldn’t be coming home for a 
while. 


Susan Hacker is a Lambertville 
resident and an IT professional 
who has worked for a number of 
large corporations, She is now ex- 
ploring other career options 


Riding the 
Rock’n’Roller 
Coaster 


by Michaei Slom 


t age 48, I decided it was 

time to confront one of 

my greatest fears. I was 
planning a trip to Disney World 
and I wanted to be able to enjoy 
riding on some of the roller coast- 
ers and motion rides with my 13- 
year-old son, Andrew. 

What is interesting, of course, 
is that this has turned out to be 
about much more than the ride it- 
self: it has become more about 


. the very real fears I am facing 


every day, in supporting my fam- 
ily and trying to make a career 
change in a very tough economy. 
(I’ve been working as a recruiter 
for IT professionals, and we’ve 
been going through an extended 
time where hiring is down to a 
trickle. It has been a rough and 
uncertain ride.) 

This has been about learning 
to deal with the overwhelming 
feeling that starts in the pit of 
your stomach and can spread like 
a panic wave throughout your en- 
tire being. It’s learning to “hang 
in there” and enjoy the lightning- 
fast-ride as it spins you upside 
down in the dark and spits you 
out screaming — and then laugh- 
ing — into the sunlight again. 
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When I was a teen, I had been 
in an accident on a friend’s bicy- 
cle, when the brakes failed on a 
steep hill. I ended up driving the 
bike full-speed into a curb and I 
flipped off, breaking my collar- 
bone. I hated that feeling of los- 
ing control and not being able to 
stop. A few years later, I was 
robbed by a hitchhiker and I had 
been locked in the trunk of my 
car — I was rescued after a five- 
hour ordeal — so I have some 
pretty intense claustrophobic ten- 
dencies. 

I'd never really enjoyed mo- 
tion rides before, but this time I 
was determined to let go and 
have fun. There were two things 
I really love that helped me to re- 
ally go for it. One is the great joy 
of doing things with my son. He 
is really a thrill ride expert (some- 
thing I will never be!) and a 
pretty good guide through the 
world of a 13-year-old: sports 
and skateboards, video games 
and pizza. 

The other thing is that I love 
good rock’n’roll, so the first 
choice was to try the Aerosmith 
ride, the “Rock’n’Roller 
Coaster” at the MGM Studios 
section of Disney. Two years 
ago, I saw the outside of the ride 
when my company had a conven- 
tion event there, but I didn’t ride 
it. I've had long-standing motion 
sickness problems and I saw no 
reason to ruin my night (or my 
shirt) in front of my co-workers. 

Now, as we prepared for our 
trip, friends encouraged me, tell- 
ing me that the ride was such ex- 
hilarating fun, with great Aeros- 
mith music blasting in your head, 
and it was so fast that it was over 
before you knew it. I made up 
my mind that I had to try it. 

This was to be his first time to 
Disney and we were lucky to 
have gotten a great discounted 
package from a close friend in 
the travel business. Since things 
were so depressing and slow at 
work, it was a good time to get 
away and get everything off of 
my mind for a few days. And I 
sure did. 

Wé got to our hotel by 10:30 
a.m. and hopped on the next 
available bus — the first one 
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went t6 MGM, so that’s where 
we headed. We made our way 
around to look at some of the at- 
tractions, and it wasn’t too long 
before we got to the rockin’ 
coaster — we saw the long line 
but put in for our Fast Passes and 
went on to enjoy the other attrac- 
tions for the next couple of 
hours. I had brought some 
Dramamine, and I took the full 
adult dose, giving it some time to 
work, 

We were lucky to find short 
lines and got right into a number 
of things (I scored 5 on the “Mil- 
lionaire” show!), had a quick 
lunch, and then got back to the 
thrill ride section. The regular 
line had a long two-hour wait, 
but our passes brought us up to 
the front in five minutes. A small 
group goes in to watch a short 
show in a mock recording studio, 
where the guys from Aerosmith 
are running late for a gig and 
they climb into their stretch limo. 
Then the doors open to your left 
and you see the group right 
ahead of you, strapped into a 
long limo-like car — and then it 
whizzes off at twice the speed of 
light. 

“Oh my God!” I started to 
freak out. “ Andrew, I can’t go on 
that!’ I love to drive fast — but 
it’s different when you are the 
driver! I heard that this took off 
from 0 to 60 in like three sec- 
onds, and I couldn’t imagine let- 
ting go and enjoying that much 
speed. Andrew told me “Don’t 
worry, Dad, you’re gonna love 
this, it’ll be over before you 
know it.” 

I had heard that it had upside- 
down turns in the dark and I fig- 
ured I would just close my eyes 
really tight, and scream along to 
the loud music. I do love the sen- 
sations of body surfing out in the 
ocean waves, and I knew that 
part of my motion problem was 
getting visually disoriented, as 
well as trying to anticipate what 
was coming next. Before, I had 
always let the panic take over as 
I struggled to maintain some con- 
trol. As we buckled in, I had to 
just tell myself to let it all go and 
“body surf” through this. 

I told Andrew I was really ex- 
cited and couldn’t believe I was 
going to do this. I tried to imag- 
ine how fast we were going to be 
going and the next thing I knew 
we were blasting-straight-ahead- 
into-blazing-lights and the music 
was amazing! I let myself relax 
just a little and breathed deep 
into the pit of my stomach and 
felt rushes of sheer excitement as 


we flew upside down, looped 
round and round, up and down, 
fast! 

I was just screaming as “Love 
in an Elevator” blasted through 
my brain and through my veins 
— we looped upside down again 
and it felt — just amazing! I had 
my eyes shut tight and pushed 
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This is a wild trip, but 
it’s not always bumpy, 
and sometimes it 
leads to something re 
ally great. 
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my feet all the way down to the 
floor as if I were pushing down 
on the accelerator of my car, and 
just felt all of this energy surg- 
ing. Then all I remember is going 
upside down and screaming 
“WALK THIS WAY” at the top 
of my lungs as we wound 
through the ride and then came to 
a stop. 


started laughing out loud and 

felt like this huge ball of ten- 
sion that had been built up in my 
stomach had just let go. It felt so 
fantastic. I couldn’t believe I had 
done it, and despite all the fears 
and wanting to hold on, I loved 
that feeling of looping up, turn- 
ing upside down, and flying back 
down. 

I must have told Andrew 500 
times: “That was so great, I can’t 
believe I did it, I can’t believe it 
started so fast, that was such a 
blast!” Andrew, (aka Mr. Cool), 
just said, “Dad — that was not 
the fastest ride I’ve been on. And 
you were a little bit loud over 
there — now, when can we go do 
the Tower of Terror?” 

Well, I didn’t do the Tower of 
Terror (Andrew did) — but I did 
Space Mountain and Splash 
Mountain the next day. 

Now for Splash Mountain, I 
had gotten nervous again, as we 
could see the log flume drop 
straight down “a five-story verti- 
cal drop.” Right ahead of us was 
a family with a pretty little 
blonde girl with big blue eyes. 
She must have been seven or 
eight years old. She was so sweet 
and kept telling me: “I love this 
ride! You are going to just love 
it! It’s not scary — it’s fun!” 

As we got buckled in, she kept 
looking back and me and smil- 
ing. It really calmed me down. I 
had been worrying about that up- 


and-down feeling shaking up my 
nervous stomach. Well, as we ap- 
proached the big plunge, she 
turned and said, “Here we go!” 
and I just breathed out and 
screamed as loud as I could. 

As we fell, Andrew threw his 
arms up high in the air. Me, I 
was just trying to keep my eyes 
open and keep smiling. And I 
did, as we got into the fall, I 
started laughing as deeply as I 
have ever laughed! I just felt like 
a big pinata that had been broken 
open and all this joy was pouring 
out. 

Now I said before that this 
wasn’t just about letting go of 
my fear of roller coasters. From 
the moment that I got off the first 
one, I felt some pretty deep ten- 
sions letting go. And as I re- 
turned home from my trip to face 
a very uncertain future, I some- 
how felt a little bit better 
equipped to face those fears, too. 

And it has been easier. I still 
wake in the morning with a little 
fist of tension in my gut, as I 
know that business in my indus- 
try is hurting and that I have to 
find a way to get another job be- 
fore we get behind on our bills 
and can’t recover. That is a gnaw- 
ing fear that can be paralyzing. 

But I have found that I can just 
breathe a little deeper and some- 
how move that lump of fear by 
thinking about that plunge on 
Splash Mountain and the fact that 
I know this period of change will 
not last. I start to feel paralyzed 
with white fear and then I remem- 
ber that this is a wild trip, but it’s 
not always bumpy, and some- 
times it leads to something really 
great — like that feeling of laugh- 
ing out loud when you get to the 
end of a really great ride. I think 
about getting turned upside down 
listening to Aerosmith and that is 
just exactly what is happening — 
my life is being turned upside 
down, while I’m listening to 
Aerosmith. 

Yes, I feel like I am in the mid- 
dle of a disaster zone and it is so 
realistically scary that I think I 
am going to die on the spot. But I 
have my health, my family, my 
friends, and the ability to “go 
with the flow” and find the joy. 


Michael Slom of Lawrenceville 
says “I wrote this in April, 2002, 
after a trip to Disney World with 
my 13-year-old son, and just be- 
fore I got downsized from my job 
as a recruiter for IT professionals. 
I sent it to a few friends and was 
surprised at how many people had 
recently shared something simi- 
lar.” 
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Billy Darling 


by Paul Spagnoli 


ell! He was going to 
Hell. With things the 
way they were, maybe 


real soon, too. Okinawa changed 
everything just like the Bulge 
had. Infantry basic was cut to 
eight weeks, right after machine 
gun qualifying. Casualties from 
the | ith battalion, shipped out a 
little over a month before, were 
already being posted on the bulle- 
tin boards. They, the 14th, his, 
had just finished the eighth week 
and any day now they'd be over 
there as replacements too. He 
could be burning in the fires of 
Hell in a month’s time! Okinawa 
— where it had all started, where 
it would all end. He shivered. 

It’s not like he hadn’t known. 
Sundays, the chaplains preached 
the message he'd heard every 
day of his life. Verily, the word 
had been given to him and he had 
broken its sacred command- 
ments. Verily, the mark of Cain 
was upon him. He prayed his 
mother would never know of his 
fall. 

He prayed too for that poor 
lost soul. She had sinned terribly, 
would burn too but he beseeched 
God to spare her eternal damna- 
tion. She had suffered so exceed- 
ingly, and now, because of him, 
would live out her remaining 
days in a Hell here on earth. In- 
stead of the good Samaritan, it 
was he who had been visited 
upon her in her hour of terrible 
need. 

He had come upon her weep- 
ing and she was crying even 
more wounded now. Macon! 
She’d be on the bus all night and 
then some before it got to Jack- 
sonville. Her sobs tore at him 
like fiery pincers, and, AWOL or 
not, he was sorely tempted to 
stay on for her. When he got off, 
she didn’t look up. 

How, why, had he suffered the 
army to do this to him? Surely 
there had been warnings in abun- 
dance of the hellish temptations 
which lay before him. And yet, 
in not quite 10 short weeks, all 
this had been erased from his 
mind and heart, his very soul. So 
willfully, he had chosen to forget 
that this life is but a transition, 
the briefest prelude to the next, to 
the eternal hereafter. So quickly 
he had offered up his salvation, 
his hope of Heaven, and the pres- 
ence of Almighty God, to belong 


War Stories 


to the company of men, sinful 
men. He lusted after woman. He 
drank spirits and blasphemed. 
When he got this 36-hour pass 
to Atlanta, he rejoiced wickedly, 
gave himself up to the most sin- 
ful contemplation, and, there, 
spent the remaining day till far 
into the night in its evil pursuit. 
When the bars closed, and there 


‘Okinawa! No! No! It 
came this morning — 
the telegram. Wednes- 
day! Four days ago. | 
was at the factory, 
like always, with the 
girls, having fun. Fun! 
And he’s dying. |! 
want to die too.’ 


was no more drink to be had, no 
more women to seek out for vile 
use and purpose, he, thwarted in 
all his wicked design, slunk back 
like a jackal, to the Salvation 
Army Mission. And he went an- 
grily, in mean spirit, disdainful of 
its haven. 

Downstairs it was as vast as an 
airplane hanger. Hundreds from 
all the services filled the double- 
decker bunks. He found one 
empty and staked out the bottom. 
His uniform folded carefully and 
set on the floor beneath the cot, 
he got in, pulled up the G.I. blan- 
ket and fell asleep. It was late, al- 
most six, when loud slapping 
noises and curses woke him. 
Then he too came alive — to bed 
bugs! The Lord in his infinite 
wisdom and concern had visited 
a host, a veritable plague of these 
pests upon him and his fellow 
sinners. Beholding this divine in- 
tervention, and riven by it, he 
scrambled out of the cot to kneel 
in thankful prayer. He took this 
deep into his soul and knew it as 
a warning, yet another chance to 
forsake his errant ways and re- 
turn to the path of righteousness. 
And so he laughed as he 
scratched, happy in his itchy de- 
liverance, in that light which 
once again would guide his way. 

Sunday morning! He was 
eager to offer up further thanks. 
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There were showers, no hot 
water and no towels, but the cold 
water soothed the bites and he 
shook off most of it. Shaving in 
crowded mirrors, no sweat now 
— done, back in uniform, ready 
for chow. All the restaurants had 
long lines, but finally he got to 
try grits. Like corn meal mush, 
but different somehow, better. 

Church was next. There were 
lots of them, all kinds, even one 
of Rome. He heard it before he 
saw it — the hallelujahs, the clap- 
ping and stamping, the amens. 
Hallelujah! He’d missed a good 
half hour but there was still more 
than two full hours given him to 
rejoice, sing, give thanks, bear 
witness before God and His flock 
and join with them and the 
preacher as he gave the Word. It 
was like Sundays back home — 
the Sabbath, his favorite day. 
Now he felt truly cleansed and re- 
born, stayed in his self-destruc- 
tion. Gratefully, he renewed each 
and every one of those vows he 
had ignored and broken these lost 
weeks. He had wandered in the 
desert, and now was safely back 
in the fold. Amen! 

The 6:45 took even longer 
than the others. They all stopped 
at every crossroad. But this went 
north and across to Athens before 
heading south. But it would give 
him most of the afternoon to see 
Atlanta, the Rebellion’s capital. 
Slavery was an abomination be- 
fore God and man but he was 
here and should see it to tell his 
parents. And he did, all on foot. 
It was pretty in part, with lots of 
monuments, but shamefully none 
to Abraham Lincoln. Peachtree 
Street was pretty, he had to ad- 
mit. He didn’t like the zoo, cages 
too small, like jail cells. Poor 
creatures. 

At the depot, he felt good. It 
had been a day of accomplish- 
ment. The bus, old and tired like 
all civilian vehicles in this fifth 
year of war, was already more 
than half full when it-pulled in. 
Resigned to standing he saw an 
empty seat way in the back 
where several black soldiers 
stood. Someone was sitting next 
to it, all huddled up at the win-- 
dow. Looking closer, he under- 
stood. No black man would sit 
next to a white woman, not a 
young one. He felt funny, 
ashamed, but knowing they 
wouldn’t, he did. 

The bus was still making its 
way through the city’s outskirts, 
the black shantytowns, when he 
became aware of it. The woman, 
the girl, whatever, he hadn’t got- 
ten a good look at her, was cry- 
ing terribly, racked with sobs. It 
wasn’t loud. In truth, he felt them 
more than he heard them. The 
seat sagged in the middle like a 
worn-out mattress, and every 
spasm of her anguish literally 
rubbed against him. He tried to 
anticipate the agonies that would 


rip through her, steel himself 


Ballade to 911 


buy 


A hole that pocked the island’s silhouette 
Replaced the towers — awesome to the eye — 
And businessmen and all that moneyed set 
Gave way to firefighters set to die 

And valiant cops who never wondered why 
This lethal day their lives should cease to be. 
So soot and ashes, darkening the sky, 

Flowed like the turbid water to the sea. 


The movers and the shakers, here well-met, 
Did once their earthly fortunes multiply; 
And journeying in limousine or jet, 

They toured the world and everything could 


That on the Earth or under it did lie: 
They worked their acquisitions regally. 
Titanic power they could amplify 
Flowed like the turbid water to the sea. 


But now three thousand bodies are the debt 
Three hundred million mourners must apply 
To fortunes they thought easily to net 

By building stacks of money on the fly 

And thinking naught could ever go awry 
While paupers stalked the Earth in misery. 
Their blasted dreams of grandeur, in a sigh, 
Flowed like the turbid water to the sea. 


O citizens, who thrust yourselves so high: 
Be careful what you wish, for it may be; 
As vanity, which scraped the very sky, 
Flowed like the turbid water to the sea. 


— Marvin Harold Cheiten 


Cheiten, a lifelong resident of central New Jersey, 
earned his doctorate in romance languages at Princeton 
University, is a member of the board of the Princeton Sym- 
phony Orchestra, the Governing Board of the Friends of 
Theater Intime, and the Dramatists Guild. 


against them. She was like a 
wounded animal, a dog hit by a 
car, a bird with a broken wing. 
He’d never been able to stand 
that. 

He fought to calm himself, 
keep it away from him. But how 
could\he when every wrenching 
shudder was right there against 
his very skin, scalding it with icy 
shivers? He wondered if there 
was anything he could do or say. 
The more he thought about it, the 
more he knew that nothing, no- 
body, could help her. He tried 
shutting his eyes. That was much 
worse. He still felt it all, but he 
heard it even more. He tried to 
shut his mind to it, to concentrate 
on something else, like he did on 
those long killing marches. No 
use! He couldn’t get shut of her 
torment. Would it ever end? 
Then he realized it was getting 
dark. Time, a lot of it, had 
passed. The driver announced 
they’d be in Athens in 15 min- 
utes and would lay over there for 
another 15 minutes. 

What a relief to get off the 
bus, to leave her! Away from 
her, he realized even more the 
strain it had been. It was good to 
stretch too, really breathe. He’d 
felt he really couldn’t do either 
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next to her like that. The candy 
stand had some magazines, noth- 
ing much. He picked up a copy 
of Yank. It was something to 
read, pass some time. Then it 
came to him. All he’d been think- 
ing of was the discomfort her ter- 
rible anguish caused him! He felt 
so guilty. Was he not his 
brother’s keeper? How far he had 
fallen these past few months! He 
hurried back to the stand, got 
some candy bars — no Hershey’s 
now, none of the old standbys — 
a package of cookies and a bottle 
of Nehi. 

Back on the bus, he realized 
why it had been so crowded — 
Athens! The schedule he now re- 
membered had shown only one 
other bus routed through it — at 
8:22 a.m.! Only a handful of peo- 
ple and some soldiers were left, 
all up front in the white section. 
Good! He’d move as soon as it 
was OK to leave her. 

She hadn’t moved, was still 
crying, her coat wrapped around 
her like a blanket. Nights got 
cold in Georgia. He offered her 
these wares. She didn’t thank 
him, said nothing, still cried, but 
did accept the cookies, ate one or 
two, drank some of the Nehi, 
then shared it with him. He was 
gratified, but made no further at- 
tempt to talk to her. It could in- 
trude. Still sobbing, she did seem 
calmer. She picked up Yank, not 
with any great interest, but 
maybe she'd begin relaxing a lit- 
tle. He did, got more comfort- 
able. Maybe he could even doze. 
And maybe he did. . . A shriek 
terrified him right awake to see 
her slash at the magazine. Oki- 
nawa! The name torn from her, 
curdled his blood. 

“Okinawa! No! No! It came 
this morning — the telegram. 
Wednesday! Four days ago. I 
was at the factory, like always, 
with the girls, having fun. Fun! 
And he’s dying. Oh! I can’t stand 


3 


« 


JULY 24, 2002 


U.S. 1 SUMMER FICTION ISSUE 


35 


it. I want to die too. Please dear 
God, let me. Oh, what can I do? 
Where can I go? Wednesday — 
dead, he’s dead. Why? I can’t go 
on. I want to die. Oh, why?” On 
and on she wailed, wringing her 
hands, rocking back and forth. 

Suddenly, her hands flew to 
her face, her fingernails tearing at 
her cheeks. Feeling blood, she be- 
came more frenzied. Horrified, 
he grabbed her hands, wrestled 
them away from her face. Even 
distorted by grief and scratches, 
it was attractive, could be pretty. 
She was probably 25 or so. Hard 
to guess the ages of older 
women. Frightened for her, for 
himself, he held her hands tightly 
against his chest. She stopped, 
quieted, and he prayed the worst 
had passed. No! She started shiv- 
ering convulsively, shaking out 
of control. 

“Lord, I’m freezing! Oh, I’m 
so cold I can’t stand it! Hold me, 
hold me! Dear God, I’m freezing 
to death. Help me please! Oh!” 
She gasped, wrestling her hands 
back to her and him with them. 

She looked at him so 
piteously. It broke his heart or 
whatever was left of it. He let go 
of her hands and rubbed her 
shoulders, her back, her arms and 
hands — they were so icy — 
harder and faster. He talked just 
as fast. He told her she’d be all 


right, be so much better when she 


got back home to her mother. 
She’d see if he wasn’t right. 

Then without warning, she 
clutched his face with both her 
hands, and kissed him, his eyes, 
cheeks, lips, his mouth, over and 
over. Her cheeks were wet with 
tears and he could taste them, 
salty and scalding. 

What? But her tongue was in 
his mouth now, darting around 
and finding his. 

Stunned, shocked completely 
dumb, he felt . . . No! he didn’t 
know what he felt! His mind 
raced in helpless circles. He real- 
ized that he was such a kid, what 
could he possibly know of these 
things. It had to be another vent 
for her grief, her terror, her loss 
and aloneness — like the crying 
and the shivering, her tearing at 
her face that way. And Yank — 
why didn’t he think, realize that 
it could... All this flashed 
through his mind in split sec- 
onds. But he didn’t even have 
that, now. 

With her mouth still covering 
his, she wriggled even closer 
against him. Grabbing his right 
hand, she pulled it under her coat 
to hold it against her side. Her 
shirtwaist must have ridden up. 


He was touching her bare skin — 


he could feel her ribs! Again she 
caught his hand, moved it, across 
and... Dear God in Heaven, he 
was touching her breast, her left 
breast! The nipple rose and be- 


came hard under his hand and fin- 


gers. She moaned — or did he? 
— kissed him harder and harder. 
Then she turned and with her 
back now against the bus’s side, 
below the window, swung her 
legs over his lap and pulled him 
close to her, much too close. 
With her legs up and over him 
that way, he could feel things, 
the very core and center of her. 
Worse, she kept moving back 
and forth against him now, faster 
and faster, panting and moaning. 
Raging red lust seared and roared 
through him. It had to be that of 
Biblical condemnation. Never 
had he felt anything like it. He 
kissed her back again and again. 
She bit his lip. He hardly felt it. 
She pulled his hand away from 
her breasts — he had sought out 
the other — and pulled it down, 
to her! Then, still holding fast to 
his hand, touched him and as 
quickly brought it back to her 
again. His very fingers hungered. 
She was groaning, her body jerk- 


ing all over. She looked different, 
too, wild, crazy, all unto herself, 
like. 

“Oh, yes, dear God, there! 
Yes! Oh! Ah! Don’t stop. There. 
Yes, that’s right. Oh! Yes, it’s so 
good, oooh! Ah! Oh. Yes, dear, 
dear Billy darling, oh, yes.” 

And she shuddered, her whole 
being shook, kept jumping and 
shaking. Lord, but she was a con- 
tortionist and made him one. For 
he was at her just as wild crazy 
blind but finding his way any- 
way. He feared the old seat 
would give way, land them all 
which-a-way on the floor. Time 
had stopped, but then a frantic 
convulsive spasm — he thought 
she would swallow his tongue — 
and what had seemed forever yet 
far too short, had come to an end, 
was finished, over. 

The old seat had held up. 
Spent, they slumped together on 
it, breathing, easing slowly back 
to normal. Both dampened, but 
from their efforts, these trans- 
ports, not from tears. Their 
scents, from all this, blending as 
one, hung over and about them in 
rich fragrance. So pleasant and 
warm. They were, both of them, 
delivered of their thinking. It had 
been good. They dozed off and 
on, feeling, being, in the deepest 
layers of peace, he holding her 
hands in his. 

And when they awoke, it 
wasn’t real. They saw. They 
heard. They even thought, but 
their hearing and seeing and cer- 
tainly their thinking, was that of 
daydreaming. They were 
wrapped and protected against all 
the sharp cutting edges of percep- 
tion, filtering it through cushion- 
ing feeling. Coming so awake, 
once, he was pleased that it had 
been dark. And how very thank- 
ful he was that they were all 
alone in the back of the bus, rows 
and rows, at least twenty feet be- 
hind the nearest person. Bless 
that truly. It was all so nice. He 
was looking at her dress. It had 
been pulled all the way up on one 
side, showing her thigh. It was so 
pretty. He loved looking at it and 
touching it. It felt so good, so 
soft and warm. He leaned over | 
and kissed her lovely cheek, 
straightened out her dress, and 
pulled the coat over her more. It 

was getting colder. So nice, and . 
.. woke to the horrific sound of 
her heartbreak, sobs and tears 
more terrible than ever. Sitting 
up, she snapped her legs shut and 
jumped away from him, wedging 
herself into the corner, as far as 
possible away from him, and bur- 
ied herself in her coat. Dying, 
she could not have suffered more 
terribly. 

The full awareness of all that 
he had done burst upon him then 
— and crucified.him. He didn’t 
cry out, but wept in his soul the 
whole half hour left to the trip. 
He had sinned dreadfully, defiled 
this woman and himself. Will- 
fully, had he trespassed upon her 
body, and upon her immortal 
soul, sullied her tragic grief. He 
was damned many times over. 
Now, that could be forever. He 
tried to talk, say something to 
her. What was there to tell her? 
She shook her head, shut her 
eyes, looked away. He got off, 
never even knowing her name, 
she not knowing his. Okinawa 
was the only name they knew. 
Hell! 


Paul Spagnoli is a retired law- 
yer. A long-time resident of cen- 
tral New Jersey, he is a Prince- 
ton University graduate, Class of 
'46, and a World War II veteran. 
Currently he tutors special needs 
students at Mercer County Com- 
munity College. He is an aspir- 
ing fiction writer who writes as 
many as 50 letters a day to 
friends, acquaintances, and news- 
paper editors. 


White Gloves 


by Rebecca Burr 


here was a great stillness, 

the sucked-cut atmosphere 

before a tidal wave. . . For 
one long moment, nothing 
moved in the capital city that 
April afternoon. 

The Freedom Rides had been. 
The Vietnam war was still a 
guilty avoidance for mainstream 
America. Lyndon Johnson was 
president. The Civil Rights Act 
of 1964 was a broad gesture, hov- 
ering. Martin Luther King had ex- 
actly one year to live. Israel’s Six 
Day war was two months away. 
Oil was something the Beverly 
Hillbillies had found on their 
land — “black gold, Texas tea.” 
Princeton University was two 
years away from integrating — 
girls that is! 

Georgia Baruch had things to 
do. Not high-minded things, but 
things that would contribute to 
her progress as a human being. 
Evening gloves — she wondered 
why — were part of that passage. 
She was not an accomplished 
shopper, even at 16, but when 
pressed, acquiesced to a simple 
white linen evening gown sewn 
with silver threaded flowers, and 
a pair of silver shoes. Very sim- 
ple. She was doing the things a 
girl needed to do to prepare for a 
big weekend: a fraternity party 
and formal ball at a big univer- 
sity one state over. _ 

The young man, Conrad, 
whose date she was to be, was a 
comfy old friend from church 
and Sunday school. Baruch, yes. 
She was Jewish, but so were a lot 
of Unitarians, Episcopalians, 
Quakers, Buddhists. The Baruch 
family was perpetually on the so- 
cial perimeter, perhaps because 
they practiced all of the com- 
bined family’s religions, and oc- 
casionally those of friends and ac- 
quaintances. Accepting all of 
one’s own cultural identities, eas- 
ily and effectively does a lot to al- 
ienate people. 

Georgia left school early to go 
banking, get money for the week- 
end, and buy the one defining ar- 
ticle, the gloves, without which 
the whole rig would be inoper- 
able. And that is what brought 
her to downtown Trenton on that 
particular day. 

She would be greeted at the 
train station in Philly by her date, 
her old pal Conrad, and then 
handed over to a group of pre- 
chosen college women. Women 
to her. They would chaperone 
and protect her. White evening 
gloves and ail. 

The gloves were the last item 
and she carried them in a little 
shopping bag. Life’s challenges 
appear small through the glass of 
distance, and now that she had 
made the final purchase, Georgia 
felt strange, about a whole week- 
end, in another city, with a boy 
she knew. 

And fraternity parties — what 
were they? She imagined a dimly 
lit grotto, expressionistic with 
drunken diagonals, and the altar 
where young girls from out of 
town were sacrificed to the wild 
hormones of pent up college 
men. Men to her. Worse, what if 
she were betrayed by her own 
restless soul? Surely old Conrad 
wouldn't let this happen, but 
wasn’t he one of them? 

She emerged from the depart- 
ment store. Left that place of 
dark, manipulative light and 
walked into the honey-sweet 
spring afternoon. Emerged. Into 
a cityscape without a soundtrack. 
Indeed it was though an unseen 
director had called for quiet on 
the set.’ 

In the silence, though, was en- 


ergy. The potential energy of the 


-to possible annihila- 


ocean that has in- 
haled its waters, to 
surge back as a 


At the A-Bomb Dome 


tidal wave. The si- 
lence in the city, 
noted, foretold 
something huge. 
Something as great 
as the unexpected 
emptiness was re- 
quired to fill the 
void left by sound- 
lessness. Litter 
blown up against a 
building heightened 
the aspect of no one 
else around. 

Georgia stood 
alone at the main in- 
tersection of the 
capital city, where 
no traffic moved. 
No police officers 
stood. No vagrants 
lurked. It appeared 
that she alone had 
not been warned. 
All of her genera- 
tion were psycho- 
logically sensitized 
tion by Russia’s big ash. 
bomb — or ours. It 
was still possible 
the cold war could 
freeze into a perma- 
nent nuclear chill. 
No one had yet 
called it off. 

What she heard 
next she could not 
identify. A low 
rumbling, a scuf- 
fling, an approach- 
ing sound. A sound 
felt rather than 
heard. The pave- 
ment vibrated be- 
neath her feet. 


Had I been a brick, 

I might have lived. 

Had I been a metal girder 
or a concrete facade 


But flesh melts, 
blood boils. 
We are fragile, transient. 


In a superheated flash 
or slow, predictable 


intelligence always ends. 


Outside, on the esplanade 

I look up through 

the fourth floor window 

just beneath the skeletal dome. 
I see nothing 


but clouds and sky. 
I smell nothing 


but the figurative memory of 


fickle 


I hear nothing 


but the clamor of a city 
reborn out of dust and chaos 
I say nothing 


but simple prayer. 


— Corey Langer 
Hiroshima 11/07/01 


Langer is a West Windsor resident 
and medical director of thoracic oncol- 
ogy at Fox Chase Cancer Center Phila- 
delphia, a published poet, and a member _ 
of the Delaware Valley Poets. 


Then, without warn- 
ing of lights or si- 
rens, police cars smashed 
through the fabric of dimension 
and swerved into an echelon for- 
mation, thus indicating a focal 
point. 

Georgia turned to look in that 
direction. The quiet rumble now 
merged with its source. Time re- 
sumed its normal speed, yet there 
was no time to get out of the ~ 


Protesters marching to- 
gether, as coherent as — 
water, as inexorably as 
lava to the valley, the 
wave of the Civil Rights 
Movement was finally 
lapping over Trenton. 


way. The tread of a thousand 
feet, a liquidy wall of people ap- 
proaching. Negroes. Black peo- 
ple. Protesters marching, no, 
walking together, as coherent as 
water, as inexorably as lava to 

the valley, the wave of the Civil 
Rights Movement was finally lap- 
ping over Trenton. 

She knew the meaning of num- 
bers, and knew she was as insig- 
nificant as she was obvious. 
Numbers was, in fact, the point. 


VK Markat Industries 


They would have been right to 
hate her. And they would have 
been wrong. She and the cops 
were the only immediate, appar- 
ent witnesses. The news people 
must have been in camouflage, 
having long experience being at- 
tacked on these occasions by 
white hooligans. 

There were people she recog- 
nized in that solemn-faced, an- 
gry, yet dignified procession, yet 
she dared not gesture. Instead, 
she made eye contact with those 
she knew as the police motioned 
her to cross over to their side of 
the street. For that short distance, 
across the wide avenue, she felt 
at one with the demonstrators; 
that she was walking with them 
and not across their path. 

George Bush was almost old 
enough to drink. Osama Bin 
Laden was perhaps ten years old. 
The World Trade Center was un- 
der construction. Mohammed Ali 
was in trouble with the govern- 
ment for being a pacifist. Psy- 
chedelia had not quite arrived. 
Janice Joplin and Jimi Hendrix 
were still on the horizon. The 
long white evening gloves had 
their moment. 


Rebecca Burr grew up in New 
Jersey. She is a writer, photogra- 


pher, activist, and, thankfully, 
mother of three very good kids. 
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rapezoids. Sir Hillary Even- 

shot was pondering trape- 

zoids and other polyhe- 
drons with a particular fervor on 
Thursday. These particular geo- 
metrical configurations were on 
his mind a great deal these days 
considering that he and his fian- 
cee Hermione were attempting to 
purchase an engagement ring. At 
least Hermione was attempting to 
purchase one. Sir Hillary accom- 
panied her. 

Very often the event was 
fraught with disaster. On this par- 
ticular Thursday, Sir Hillary was 
desperately trying to remember 
all that he supposedly had been 
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told about cut, clarity, carat and 
colour. 

He and Hermione had agreed 
upon the now classic tradition of 
a diamond ring. However, the 
agreement ended there. Beyond 
the basic concept, Sir Hillary had 
had no luck fathoming the com- 
plexities of the gemstone world. 
Hermione was so keen on the 
hunt that he didn’t want to fail 
her by not sharing her enthusi- 
asm for things that sparkled. 

On Saturday, he would em- 
bark on yet another expedition 
into the caverns of London to 
visit yet more blue-hued shops 
with velvet seats, velvet curtains 
and strange black velvet pads 
that opened with a snap, and 
which invariably caused Sir Hil- 
lary to contemplate doilies. His 
grandmother had had a black 
case remarkably similar to those 
strange accouterments of gem 
dealers in which she had ar- 
ranged her crochet hooks, in de- 
scending order of size. 

“Darling,” Hermione had 
breathed, awestruck one Satur- 
day, looking at a flash of fire on 
a black field, “isn’t it exquisite!” 

““What we need,” he replied, 
“is the couch in the drawing 
room reupholstered.”’ 

“Yes, dear, I know the doilies 
aren’t really covering the wear 
on the arms very well any more, 
but what do you think of the 
ring?” 

“What? Oh, lovely, intriguing. 
Cabbage roses, I think,” was the 
unfortunate response. 

The experience of shaking 
frost from his lapels the rest of 
the day was unfamiliar to him 
and struck a chord. Sir Hillary de- 
termined to do better, for Her- 
mione’s sake. 

Hence tetrahedrons and rhom- 
boids and any other shape a gem- 
stone could take. Such contem- 
plation naturally brought to mind 
Mr. Hepworth of the Tunbridge 
Wells Hepworths. He was Sir 
Hillary’s maths instructor at 
school — dear old St. Hildebert’s 
— and the thought brought with 
it all the wonder- 
ful memories of 
the carefree boy- 
hood joys of punt- 
ing on the murky 
Malvise River, 
thumping the 
hated rivals of 
Morecock Hall in 
rugby, stuffing 
Piggy Wilson- 
West’s unmen- 
tionables, 
weighted with 
marbles, into 
cook’s stew so 
that they weren’t discovered until 
the last few ladles were being 
dipped for the youngest scholars, 
last in line at the refectory. And 
dear Mr. Hepworth. It was he 
who had started Sir Hillary on a 
lifelong love affair with fungus. 

Right now, Sir Hillary shook 
himself back into the task a hand. 
He was desperate to remember 
all the details about the angle of 
incidence being equal and oppo- 
site to the angle of refraction — a 
law of physics critical to the bril- 
liance of a diamond. This, he was 
sure, would give Hermione confi- 
dence in his interest in polygonal 
shapes. Thus girded with an un- 
shakable faith in science, he em- 
barked on the train to London. 

Hermione was a tightly coiled 
packet of anticipation, a remark- 
ably wolfish gleam in her eye. 
Sir Hillary had never noticed that 
look before he had suggested 
they begin searching for a ring. 
Now he would often catch a 
glimpse of her in a shop window 


. 


He and Hermione 
had agreed upon the 
classic tradition of a 
diamond ring. How- 
ever, Sir Hillary had 
no luck fathoming the 
complexities of the 
gemstone world. 
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and immediately consider wal- 
ruses, the intensity required for 
pursuing one being almost equal 
to the lupine intensity on Her- 
mione’s face. 

“Where to today, my dove?” 
he asked amiably. 

“I have determined that there 
is nothing for it but to go to 
Henry Salem’s,” Hermione said. 
Her heart collided with her stom- 
ach. The awe-ful Henry Salem! 
She had heard of this illustrious 
establishment all her life, had 
seen news pictures of starlets and 
other glitterati parading around 
affairs of a life-time, casting 
gleams of light she was sure 
would wreak havoc at Heathrow. 
All the commentators would 
make sure that the uninformed 
watching the display knew that 
the jewels were on loan from 
Henry Salem. One even thought 
about the name in Gothic letter- 
ing. ; 

This was the epitome of gem- 
dom, the 32nd degree, the trial 
by fire which would forever seal 
her fate in the eyes of the bridal 
community. Failure to demon- 
strate an excessive knowledge of 
all things carbon-based would 
brand her for life. 

The slow, interminable walk 
to the imposingly tiny doorway 
was excruciating. She was con- 
vinced she was entirely unworthy 
to even touch the small white but- 
ton that would ring into the outer 
sanctum. Hermione pushed it as 
though it were imperative to 
punch it through the wall. 

A sound reminiscent of dun- 
geons announced thé unlocking 
of the door. They were met by a 
wall; at least the size of the indi- 
vidual standing in the doorframe 
was the exact equivalent of one. 
Walls don’t usually wear cut- 
aways, Sir Hillary mused. 

“Good afternoon,” was the ex- 
tent of communication emanat- 
ing from the structure before 
them. 

“We've come about a trip to 
Egypt,” Sir Hillary declared. 

“Well, yes dear,” Hermione 


mes (YN 


“Some people 
are as imposing 
as the Sphinx, 
but let’s look at 
diamonds first, 
shall we?” 

" on. OF 
course, first 
things first. Dia- 
monds it is.” 

Not wanting to 
raise his head to 
see the top of the 
theoretical hu- 
man standing be- 
fore them, Sir Hillary slid his 
gaze upward from the vest and 
managed to see the cravat. There 
was nothing was for it but to tip 
his head back. The guard’s face 
was impassive and he did not 
make eye contact. He merely 
Stood aside and allowed them to 
enter the foyer. At least that was 
the only word Sir Hillary could 
think of to describe the antecham- 
ber. He was not at all sure that 
“foyer” would do for such a 
room — mausoleum would be 
more appropriate given the 
amount of marble. 

“We must see about the flow- 
ers for Aunt Beryl,” he stated. 

“Quite, Hillary, Remembrance 
Day is coming soon and we must 
clear away last year’s arrange- 
ment.” 

The impeccably dressed 
woman at the flawless Louis XIV 
desk looked up from doing noth- 
ing with her leather-bound ap- 
pointment book that contained no 
entries. 
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“Good God,” Hermione 
thought, “they are so exclusive 
and discreet that they don’t even 
write anything down.” At this 
point, she became fascinated 
with the thought of goosedown 
since she was sure she would 
faint dead away and a lovely 
thick feather bed would be better 
to fall onto than the hard marble 
floor. 

The receptionist had a vaguely 
antiseptic quality about her bear- 
ing that was as welcoming as a 
dentist. Her crisply pressed 
blouse resembled a suit of armor 
more than a silken wrap and her 
perfectly manicured blood-red 
nails called to mind arrow tips. 

* Agincourt,” Hermione whis- 
pered. 

“T know, darling, but remem- 
ber we won,” came the reassur- 
ing reply, 

“LT gather you are interested in 
diamond rings,” the face behind 
the desk said. Sir Hillary tried 
valiantly to discern a smile but 
the rictus around the mouth 
merely revealed teeth. 

“Yes, thank you.” Hermione 
sounded infinitely more secure of 
her position than she was. 

* And the range you are consid- 
ering?” Sir Hillary was momen- 
tarily confused, wondering why 
she was asking about redecorat- 
ing the kitchen. 

“Why, I had hoped to see 
what might be available in one to 
two carats,” she declared. Her- 
mione was faltering. Sir Hillary 
was aware of a slight catch in her 
breathing. 

“We will be chucked out any 
moment now,” she thought. 
“Hoards of impeccably dressed 
employees will pop out of con- 
cealed trompe l'oeil doorways 
and laugh derisively. We will 
have the checkbook unceremoni- 
ously ripped in two and be hurled 
out the door where passersby will 
quickly turn their heads and 
cluck their tongues at yet another 
ignorant couple who did not 
know that diamonds only come 
in five carats or more.” 

“T see,” the face said. The 
body had not moved. The tone 
was so utterly without emotion. 
Such a reaction intimated that 
they had inquired about dust. 

Without appearing to move, 
she pressed a button and the 
grilled door behind her began to 
swing open revealing an inner 
sanctum of yet more discreetly 
elegant desks with nothing on 
them. 

“How do you do. My name is 
P. Filbert Jellicoe, at your serv- 
ice.”” The speaker was a man of 
martial bearing, trim grey mous- 
tache completing an image that 
began with his erect posture and 
progressed through a crease in 
his trousers that would easily 
have sliced soft cheese. 

“Tome de Pyrenees, surely,” 
Sir Hillary thought. 

Mr. Jellicoe had once pictured 
himself a candidate for the Grena- 
dier Guards but a matter of the 
height requirements — Mr. Jelli- 
coe was five-foot-three — and 
unfortunate horror of horses had 
ripped his youthful ambitions 
clean off. In anticipation of a glo- 
rious career in the Guards, he 
had, at any early age, begun styl- 
ing himself “P. Filbert.” His first 
name was Percy and he reckoned 
that Filbert was the more belli- 
cose of the two monikers. In 
spite of the failure to become a 
military man, the nomenclature 
remained. 

“Please follow me.” Mr. Jelli- 
coe lead the way to one of the 
identical desks. He seated Her- 
mione and gestured to the seat 
next to her for Sir Hillary. Hil- 
lary’s mind raced: “Jellicoe, Jelli- 
coe. Why does that name sound 
so familiar? Wasn’t that the 
name of the jeweler who used to 


come to Grandmother’s house 
and reset her baubles? Either that 
or it was the name of one of the 
cats.” 

“A diamond, is it?” Mr. Jelli- 
coe actually had tone in his voice 
and the moustache twitched. Sir 
Hillary escaped into a considera- 
tion of millipedes. 

“We're infested with them in 
summer,” Sir Hillary declared. 

“T shall have the gardener do 
more spraying, dear. But for the 
moment, let’s look at some 
stones, shall we?” Hermione 
prodded him gently with her foot. 

Mr. Jellicoe stood up abruptly, 
and then returned with what 
looked like tweezers. Sir Hillary 
noticed a quick flash of light and 
there in front of them was what 
looked to be the smallest dia- 
mond in the world. The sheer 
enormity of the establishment’s 
reputation had eclipsed the stone. 

“If I may be so bold, may I 
suggest considering something 
slightly larger,” Mr. Jellicoe in- 
toned. 

The suggestion was more of a 
command and the tiny glint disap- 
peared as quickly as it had ar- 
rived. It was replaced by what 
looked to be a crystal quail’s egg 
that cast rainbows of light across 
their faces. Sir Hillary smiled at 
the beauty of the stone and he be- 
came aware he was drowning. 
The cut of the stone created a 
depth of colour that beckoned 
him down and down; the whole 
world became a play of light. He 
now understood the allure. 

‘Perhaps this is what madam 
had in mind?” 

Sir Hillary opened his mouth. 
Of course it was what madam 
had in mind; it was what he had 
in mind; it was the only thing on 
his mind. It was a king’s ransom; 
a maharaja’s crown jewel. 

The rainbows of light reflected 
across his memory and he was 
once again in his grandmother’s 
dining room watching the sun re- 
flect off the prisms of the chande- 
lier onto the rich wood paneling. 
How often had he lain, stretched 
out on the table, fanning the air 
to make the prisms twist and tin- 
kle. His dearest Grandmama, 
who smelled of violets, sherry 
and tetracycline. 

The same Grandmama who 
owned a diamond given to her by 
Grandpapa while they were 
posted to the subcontinent. A dia- 
mond that put this paltry piece of 
carbon to shame. She had given 
it to Sir Hillary when she retired 
to the Aran Isles to pursue her in- 
terest in ceramics, telling him 
that he should present it to the 
woman he loved or the British 
Museum, whichever he pre- 
ferred. He had taken to wearing it 
as a stickpin insrde his waistcoat 
pocket to keep his phone number 
handy in case he need to call 
Cyrus to come fetch him from 
some unknown locale. He had 
carried it so long that it had be- 
come as much a part of his dress 
as his toothbrush. 

He reached into his vest 
pocket and pulled out the stick- 
pin, sending a spray of rainbows 
around the room. Jellicoe’s gasp 
drew the attention of all. He had 
seen only one stone like it in his 
life, when he was a very small 
child tagging along with his 
grandfather to see the sparkles at 
the Nice Lady’s house. 

“Hermione, my love, do you 
prefer mahogany or walnut?” 


Ellen E. Whiting, a Princeton 
resident, is an attorney working in 
Manhattan with Bessemer Trust. 
Her first chapter in Sir Hillary's 
saga, “The Seven O'clock Train of 
Thought,” was published last year 
in the Summer Fiction issue. She 
has completed six short chapters, 
which she shares with friends. 
Someday she hopes to publish the 
wholeé bloody lot. 


Where Did 
Elvis Go? 


by Nicole Mimnaugh 
Cody 


y name ts Elvis. I know 

you've heard of me. 

I’m a legend. I’m the 
one you see on television in the 
white pantsuit singing and shak- 
ing my hips. Did I tell you al- 
ready that I’m a legend? I'ma 


joke. 'm an overweight drug ad- 


dict who is going through a very 
ordinary midlife crisis trying to 
recapture his youth. And I’m dy- 
ing. 

I am not Elvis but I do play 
him. Not on TV, though, mostly 
in dingy clubs, an oldies but 
goodies concert once in awhile, 
and on rare occasions at those 
God-awful Elvis conventions. I 
am what some call an Elvis im- 
personator, a vessel who keeps 
the spirit of Elvis alive. I don’t 
have much in common with 
Elvis. I don’t have his talent or 
his notorious bad habits. I like 
my occasional joint once in 
awhile and could use to lose 
those freshman [5 that have been 
hanging around for the past 30 
years but so does everyone. I do 
have one thing in common with 
Elvis — I'm dying. 

I should clarify. It’s August, 
midnight and it’s 103 degrees. 
I’m on a train after performing at 
one of those God forsaken Elvis 
conventions. Me and 40 other 
has-beens who are adored or 
scorned for one night for trying 
to be a legend. I’m on my way to 
the Jersey shore and want to be 
left alone. A lady and her niece 
act like they just saw the Messiah 
himself in Penn Station and ask 


OUTDOOR | BIKE | 
FURNITURE | SALE. 


ALL OUTDOOR 


Something 
Flies 


Something flies — 
Butterfly or bird? Set- 
tling on a branch 
Everything flies in 
April, in late 

April a pea green bud 
soft-lands on my 
jacket, 

my shoulder, and then 


A gust of wind, and 
disappears again, 
hoping to burrow into 
warm earth, 

to grow, while the 
wind nudges it on. 


Find another place, it 
says, you're 
not there yet. 


— Joan Goldstein 


Goldstein is a Princeton 
resident, a poet and soctolo- 
vist, and professor at Mercer 
County Conununity College. 


to take their picture with me. 
This is probably the highlight of 
their existence, getting the balls 
up to ask me for a picture. I hap- 
pily oblige, even put on my Elvis 
shades and give them my Elvis 
stance. Inside I’m dying. 

I guess you were expecting to 
find me contemplating the end of 
my life in some bathroom like 
the King did, right? No, this is a 


lam not Elvis... 

| am what some call 
an Elvis impersona 
tor, a vessel who 
keeps the spirit of 
Elvis alive. 


different kind of dying. There is 
no pretty blonde calling 911, no 
pills. Some may call this a 
midlife crisis. Elvis did right? 
But look where he is. 


FURNITURE SETS 
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From 33% to 50% 
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Off Manufacturers Suggested Retail Prices 


ALL GRAND HALL 
STAINLESS STEEL GRILLS 


NOW 25% OFF 


Manufacturers suggested retail prices 


FREE DELIVERY 
AND SET UP!* 


Everyday Low Prices 
on Weber Grills 


*Sale Applies to in stock items only. 
*Some restrictions may apply. 


Bike and Outdoor Furniture Shop 
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2990 Brunswick Pike « Rt. 1 North 


(south of 295; north of Mrs. G’s) « Lawrenceville 


609-530-1666 


| ALL BICYCLES 
NOW ON SALE 


I make small talk with the lady 
and her niece, the talk I hate 
most, where I’d rather hear fin- 
gernails scratching against a 
chalkboard. They’re from a small 
town in Mississippi; they were 
never in New York before. This 
is the first time they did some- 
thing like this asking a total 
stranger for a picture. You would 
of thought they would have 
walked on the moon. In my 13 
years of doing this, it still baffles 
me how people are still fasci- 
nated about a guy who died on 
the toilet. “How did you get 
started,” asked the niece. I want 
to say L ask myself that question 
every day. Instead | give them 
the spiel, the bullshit speech, 
about how I was moved when I 
went to Graceland and wanted to 
find a way to honor the King and 
remain true to my creative soul. 
Total bullshit. ve never been to 
Graceland. Never been anywhere ~ 
near Nashville. Truth be told, I 
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CHOOSE FROM 
MOUNTAIN BIKES, 
HYBRIDS, BMX, 
COMFORT AND 
ROAD BIKES... 
EVERYTHING 
ON SALE! 


LEER AEGON ELLE. LEO OE BEBE OEE 


PED A828 


All Bike Clothing 
On Sale 


All Bike Accessories 


On Sale 


52.2 CES TPO LS a re aided 


All Bicycle Helmets 
Now 20%OFF 


AREAS LARGES 


THULE | 


Roof Rack Dealer 


| CARGO BOXES IN STOCK 
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Boost the Productivity and Efficiency 
of Your Business 


While fragments of lyrics 
Sailed on the cold air. 


The Bench 


“Take Me On.” Bi 
PC Consultant Ken Cook has helped large For sixteen Sundays, we met at the aes Away from Love. 
and small businesses with their database bench emptation. 


In front of the parking lot 


ty Each morning when I walk by, 
By Princeton Public Library. 


The library is less of itself. 

First the books go, then the shelves, 
Then the walls, 

Then the spiral staircase. 

Then the rubble. 


needs for over ten years. He can help you too. 


Database Expert - 
Creates Microsoft 
Access Database 


Tracing the carvings and eating pan- 
cakes at PJs. 
Talking on the benches at Palmer 


| Solutions Square. | 
Microsoft Office Nile campus, sitting on our fa- My analyst says, we all are thorn 


birds. 
Were you my thorn? 
Or were you my song? 


People ask, who is that guy? 
He’s a friend. 


I found a black dress for $4.99 


And twirled for you with the tags on. 
On the way home, we sang “Tangled 


Custom Solution 
Developer 


S x 
WOMharerannenadl scan! 


In March, the library is smoothed over 
By a blank slab of concrete. 
Our bench is replaced with a fence. 


* Centralize and Organize your Data for Easy Access 
and Management 
« Automate Manual and Time Consuming Processes 


« Automate Word Forms & Excel Spreadsheets Up in Blue” ; : 
¢ Customize and Automate e-mail form letters, newsletters While chains of red tail lights twin- With the library gone, 
and messages to your client base kled ahead. Something is new. 
The empty space left 
Visit www.kcookpcbiz.com That night, I sat alone in my new Reveals a quilt of rooftops ; 
of call 609-397-8310 foday. dress With yellow patches of light 


While the blond in the kitchen 
Danced and sang in front of you. 
What had never begun was suddenly 
over. 


And one of them is mine. 


ken@kcookpcbiz.com 


— Maryann locca 


locca works as an advertising copywriter for 
Dana Communications and lives in downtown 
* Princeton. “You actually cannot see my window 
from the library intersection — unless you happen 
to be on a crane — but I took some poetic li- 


Sword Securities Corporation 


The five CDs you made me 
I flung into the dumpster. 
They flew like silver saucers 


Offering Affordable Implementation of 401(k) 
Employee Benefit Plans 


¥ Turn key package offering investments, administration 
and brokerage advice by a local firm 

Y¥ Attractive benefit for existing and future employees 

¥ Fee structure affordable and up-front 

¥ Now 401 (k) available for small groups and union plans 


Contact Dick Sword with inquiries 609-924-6669 
email: ssecurl @verizon.net 


cense,” she says. 
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Are You Tired of Keeping Up 
with All the Paperwork? , 
We Can Help! S 


For small to medium-size businesses. 
Let us do what we do best so you can do what you do best. 
Checking * Accounts Receivable * Payables 
Banking Statements * Payroll and more 
Specializing in Quickbooks & Peachtree Additional Services... 
Professional, Trained Staff * Individual & Corporate Tax Returns 


Bookkeepers Plus! 


Thomas H. Perro 

Certified Public Accountant 
609-989-1450 ¢ 684 Whitehead Rd., Lawrenceville, NJ 
www. bookkeepersplus.net 


Kick up your heels: 


Direct mail moves people to action. 


Kick off your shoes: 
KickStart! does all the work. 


Kick up your sales: 
Call KickStart! now for a 
free quote: 609-919-1980. 


745 Alexander Road, Suite 7-8 
Princeton, NJ 08540-6343 


needed some cash because my 
true calling wasn’t paying the 
bills and I was pretty good at 
karaoke night at Jack’s Pub so I 
said what the hell. And that is 
how my career began. The call- 
ing stopped and my creative soul 
died. 

The lady and the niece get up 
to leave. Thank sweet Jesus. I bet- 
ter start thanking him since I’m 
dying right and I want to get to 
the pearly gates. I notice a young 
girl stand up. She must be an- 
other niece but I guess I didn’t 
notice her because she seemed so 
not interested in me. The lady 
asks her if she wants her picture 
with me. She says no, why would 
I want to do that. That’s rude, 
says the lady. No lady that’s hon- 
esty. It’s o.k. I say it’s late. For 
the first time that night, I smile. 
A real smile, not one of those 
don’t step on my blue suede 


_ shoes smile, a genuine smile. 


What I wouldn’t give to be nine 
again. Not to play little league or 
climb a tree. I’ve scraped enough 
knees thank you very much. Kids 
say exactly what they want, ex- 
actly how they feel with no re- 
gard, plain and simple. God I 
miss that. 

I think Elvis missed that too. I 
think that is the real reason he 
died. He was surrounded by peo- 
ple who told him what he wanted 


to hear. Gee Elvis you look really 


good in that pantsuit. A kid 
would have said gee Elvis you 
look really fat in that suit. Or 
more importantly gee Elvis why 
are you taking all of those pills. 
That’s not good for you. 

My problem is I am the phony 
person in my life. 

Did I tell you that my true call- 
ing was to be a writer? 


Nicole Mimnaugh Cody has 
lived in New Jersey all of her 
life. A resident of Monmouth 
Junction, she has worked for the 
past two years as the internal 


Freddie 


by Barbara Johnstone 


reddie gripped the handle- 
bars of the wheelchair that 


held what remained of her 
mother. Her father, his back 
straight as a cue stick, was seated 
some distance away on the little 
park bench the landscapers had 
placed in the center of the small 
green common. He appeared 
blissfully unaware of the dead 
squirrel not three feet in front of 
him. 

‘Push, Frederiqua, push me.” 

Already for the tenth time that 
day — and it was only eleven in 
the morning — Freddie lamented 
the sound of her name, the name 
her parents insisted on using in 
its pure form with no nicknames, 
no shortcuts. Frederiqua. The 
name had been chosen following 
a honeymoon in Paris, though 
Freddie had pointed out repeat- 
edly the correct French spelling 
had an e at the end, not an a. The 
mere spelling of it irritated her 
and the pronunciation of the four 
syllables never failed to cause a 
twinge. Strangers who chanced 
upon her name on an application 
or credit card managed to query 
the name with an emphasis on 
the third syllable and in the 
fourth syllable there would in- 
variably materialize a “w.” 
““Fred-er-EE-qwah?” 

“We wanted something inter- 
esting, something beautiful to go 
with Smith,” her parents ex- 
plained when, at the age of nine, 
Freddie had come home after 
school inconsolable. ‘Freddie is 
a boy’s name, Freddie is a boy's 
name!!!,” classmates had 
taunted. Her father gave no sol- 
ace as he continued to insist on 
Frederiqua. “Don’t make it so 
ugly. Don’t say Freddie. That's 
why they tease you.” But she al- 
ways wondered if other people 
spent so much time thinking 


From below in the wheelchair, 
her mother’s voice was a low gur- 
gle behind the transparent oxy- 
gen mask. Seventy years of smok- 
ing had eroded her vocal cords, 
emphysema had atrophied her 
lungs. “Lilies,” the old woman 
said as she lifted a scrawny hand 
from the arm rest and pointed to 
the small pond down an incline 
toward the tree line. 

Freddie wiped away a thick 
strand of brown hair from her 
eyes and followed her mother’s 
gaze. There was nothing wrong 
with the old girl’s eyesight, she 
noted. There were, indeed, lily 
pads on the pond. The reflection 
of the August sun on the water's 
surface sent a glare deep into 
Freddie’s eyes. As she guided the 
wheelchair along the sloping con- 
crete path her mother wished to 
follow, Freddie thought about Iet- 
ting go of the handlebars. “/ 
don’t know what happened. | 
turned around for one minute. 
She must have undone the brake 
herself.” 

At the bottom of the path, 
Freddie applied the metal brake 


She looked down 
again just in time to 
lunge forward and 
keep her mother from 
pitching headfirst into 
the pond. 


discs to the wheelchair’s tires, in- 
haled the humid air around the 
pond and daubed her forehead 
with the back of her hand. 

“Whew, I think it got hotter!” 
Freddie said. 

“What did you say, dear?” 

“T said, I think it got hotter.” 

“I know it’s water. It’s a pond, 
isn’t it?” 

Freddie knew her mother 
could hear her better if she stood 


- £09.919- communications administrator at — %bout, and hating, their names. im front of her, but she disliked 
Phone: 609-919-1980 Recording for the Blind & Dys- As if to punctuate her looking at the oxygen mask. It re- 
Fax: ee lexic, a nonprofit organization thoughts, there was her mother’s eee s peer ng Snes 
Email: kickstart2@aol.com h rtered in Princeton. voice, “Frederiqua, are you lis- isted knobby fingers 

eadquartered in Princeton tening?” . . reached for the wheelchair 
“ What, Mama?” brakes and Freddie asked loudly, 
“What are you doing? Where do 
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you want to go, Mama?” 

“To the edge. I want to see the 
lily pads.” 

“Okay.” te 

“Yes, today. Tomorrow’s $ no 

good. It might rain.’ 

Freddie bit her lip and slowly 
pushed the chair to the side of the 
pond. Goldfish and other swim- 
ming things synchronized their 
flight to safety. A small frog slid 
soundlessly off a lily pad and dis- 
appeared beneath the surface. 

Freddie saw her own reflection 
in the pond. All her thirty-seven 
years she had been taller and 
wider than her contemporaries. 
Now, towering over her ever- 
shrinking mother, she felt close 
to tears, felt the familiar sting 
deep in her eye sockets. But she 
wouldn't. Not in front of them. 
She looked skyward and let the 
tears fall back. 

She looked down again just in 
time to lunge forward and keep 
her mother from pitching head- 
first into the pond as she reached 
for a red lily pad, the only one of 
its color among the green. 

“MAMA!” she cried and 
grabbed a fistful of bathrobe 
drawing her mother back into the 
chair. She moved around in front 
of the old woman who was now 
gasping for air, her face mask 
hanging away from her mouth. 
As Freddie replaced it, she noted 
her own breathing was irregular 
and her hands were shaking. 

“Mama, we're going back.” 

“You have to pack? Are you 
taking a trip?” 

“No, I said we’re going back. 
To your room. Then I have to go 
home.” 

=r. 

. Freddie turned the wheelchair 
around, a little roughly perhaps, 
and started back up the incline. 

“Oh God, where’s Dad?” Bill 
Smith was no longer on the 
bench where she had left him. 
Please say he hasn’t wandered 
off. Freddie knew her father 
would soon be joining her 
mother in Village Acres. 


Just then she spotted Crystal, a 


black nurse’s aide, a woman of 
nearly the same ample propor- 
tions as herself with whom she 
had a sort of unspoken connec- 
tion. : 

“Hey, Miss Freddie, how you 
doin’? I just saw your dad go 
back up to your mom’s room. 
Were you lookin’ for him?” 

Muriel Smith urged the chair 
forward with a jerk and Freddie 
and Crystal exchanged amused 
grins. 

In the room they found Bill 
Smith sitting in a chair looking 
smug and impatiently tapping his 
foot. 

““What’ve you two been gos- 
sipin’ about?” 

Freddie ignored him and ad- 
dressed her mother, “Do you 
want to get into bed or stay in 
your chair?” 

“No, the girl washed it this 
morning,” replied her mother, a 
hint of annoyance in her voice. 

Chair. Hair. 

Bill Smith laughed. “ Frederi- 
qua, don’t you know she’s deaf 
as a doornail?” 

“Dad, it’s dead as a doornail.” 

“So what? A doornail can’t 
hear either, can it?” 

“What're you two talkin’ 
about? Somebody help me to 
bed.”’ She raised her arms to no 
one in particular like a small 


tired child asking to be picked up. 


“Hold on a minute, Mama.” 
She lifted the small oxygen tank 


across her mother’s lap to the 
other side of the wheelchair, then 


pulled the bedsheet and blanket 
back with a flourish. There, in 
the middle of a pristine white 
sheet lay a squirrel, its mouth 
open slightly, its eyes blank in 
death. 

Freddie and her mother both 


gasped and then screamed 
while Bill Smith clapped 
his hands and slapped his 
knee in pure happiness. 
Barbara Johnstone grew 
up in Princeton and worked 
in the film business in Los 
Angeles for many years be- 
fore returning in 1993. She 
is working on her third 
novel because she is an in- 
curable optimist. Her cat, 
Stuart, devours her work. 


Young 
Desperado 


by Lily Xu 


rom the very day 

Howard Song was 

born to his parents, 
he was, literally, a perfect 
son. He had thoughtful 
and narrow eyes that 
stretched half across his 
face, and his head was ab- 
normally big. His parents 
considered this a great gift 
from Buddha, because a 
great big head when 
you’re a baby meant a 
great mind when you’re an 
adult. So Mr. and Mrs. 
Song were always very 
happy with that child. 

In time, as Howard 
grew to be a little boy; he 
was perfect. By perfect I 
mean flawless. And trust 
me, I would know because 
I was his older brother. 
You don’t know how hard — 
it is to be an older brother 
to a Chinese genius. It’s 
bad enough that I live in 
Princeton — the town with 
all those immigrant gen- 
iuses — like Einstein and 
that other 1 1- -year-old 
prodigy who lives across 


Thinking 
Widows’ 
Thoughts 


By the mantle 
Quiet and thoughtful 
Sipping her tea 
Touching her knee 
Was the paper 

And the sewing 
She “must” do 

The phone rings 
{Thoughts of things } 
Wrong number... 
No lumber 

here 

Slumber creeps 

Into her eyes 

Time for bed 

The paper read 
Sewing ended 
Nightgown of green 
And flowers serene 
Her head falls 

Upon THE pillow 
Laden with memory 
The one to be 

The one and only 

In her time. 

In her prime. 

Just one time. 


— Peter L. Clark 


A Mercer County resident for 
52 years, and a Mercer County 
Big Brother for five years, 
Clark’s interests and hobbies 
include music, obscure jazz re- 
cordings of the ’20s and ’30s, 
and creating ideas for movies 
and move soundtracks. 
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the street who’s taking col- 
lege math courses: But no, 
God (because I chose to convert 
to Christianity, Buddhism really 
isn’t my type) had to grant me an 
11-year-old prodigy who: 1) can 
piano better than Mozart; 2) is go- 
ing to graduate from college 

math courses at (none other than) 
Princeton University; 3) can 
charm all my girl friends into say- 
ing “Oooh, he’s sooo cute!” and 
worst of all: 4) make my parents 
yell at me to “look up to your di- 
di!” (Chinese for younger 
brother). How much more embar- 
rassing can it be? Oh yeah, did I 
mention Howard and that 1 1- 
year-old prodigy across the street 
are best friends and spend their 
free time analyzing statistical 
mathematics until three in the 
morning. 

Well now, me. . . | was born 
with a normal sized head. One 
could say it might have been a lit- 
tle below average. But my er. . . 
other body parts made up for that 
smallness of brain. I’m a (nor- 
mal) 13-year-old boy just finish- 
ing my eighth grade year and | 
feel pretty smart. I’m first chair 
violin in my school orchestra and 
scored a 1380 on my first SATs 
in sixth grade. So I guess I'ma 
bit above average. Of course, this 
can never compare to Howard’s 
perfect 1600 this year. Some- 
times I really hate my brother. 
Sometimes I really hate my par- 
ents. Sometimes I really hate 
both my parents and my brother. 
Sometimes I wish I was non- 
Asian because then I'd have 
more respect for everything that I 
accomplished. No offense to the 
non-Asians in my district — I 
truly envy them. It’s more than 
just a stereotype. 

When I walk home from 
school I sometimes take a side 
path and wander into Nassau 
Street, where I watch these stu- 
dents walk in and out of bou- 


tiques, stuffing ice cream into 
their mouths. Is it just me, or do 
Asian parents really care about 
their children’s social lives? I 
mean, I’m not allowed to do any- 


and study. And maybe wash the 
dishes. 

People take for granted that 
just because I’m “Asian” I have 
to be smart. But that’s definitely 
not true. My life is covered with 
books, while other people go out 
with their families and enjoy pic- 
nics and movies and other leisure 
activities of that sort. The last 
thing I ever remember doing 
with my parents and my brother 
as a “family” would be eating 
dinner together and discussing 
how I could better improve my 
SAT score even though it’s al- 
ready reached a pinnacle of 1600. 

“Well you should take it eight 
times and get 1600s each time 
just to show how smart you are.” 
My mother is obsessed with the 
number eight. 


o what do I do? I try to be dif- 

ferent right? Of course. I spike 
my hair. I wear baggy dark-blue 
jeans and a black shirt. I have 
those black Timberland shoes. 
And then one day I’m walking 
down the street and I see all 
those other Asian guys and 
they're wearing the exact same 
thing as me. It’s like they should 
be more creative or something. 

When we talk in a big group I 
feel like I’m part of a girl scout 
tribe or something, because 
we're all matching and trying to 
act aloof and nonchalant — the 
opposite of the nerds we really 
are. 

“Nonchalant” is a SAT word 
by the way. Look how that af- 
fects me. I think about it even in 


Continued on following page 


Ages 3 to Adult 
Ballet * Lyrical « Preschool Dance 
Hip Hop * Tap « Birthday parties 
Jazz + Swing 


OPEN HOUSE 
REGISTRATION DATES 


Sat. Aug. 10th - 10am-2pm 
Tues. Aug. 27th - 3pm-7pm 
Wed. Aug. 28th - 3pm-7pm 
Thur. Aug. 29th - 4pm-8pm 


609-924-5446 


FREE T-Shirt with 
Paid Registration 
New Students Only 

exp. 10-15-02 
Kingston Mall * 4437 Rt. 27 


Princeton, NJ 08540 


330 COLD SOIL ROAD TRENTON FARMERS MARKET 


Peaches 
Peaches 


Peaches 


Pick Your Own: 
* Blueberries 

* Raspberries 

* Blackberries 


PRINCETON, NJ 08540 


Our Store is full of 
New Jersey Vegetables... 
and more 


Tomatoes +» Sweet Corn 
Zucchini + Beans + Lettuce 
Herbs « Cider * Doughnuts 

Vegetables + Lodi Apples 
and Pam's Cut Flowers 


609-924-2310 
Mon-Fri: 9-7; Sat & Sun: 9-6 
www.terhuneorchards.com 


FREE Canning & Freezing Class 
Saturday, August 3rd_—- 
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me? Somehow I always believed 
in God, in spite of everything. . 

Next thing you know are the Break Time at the Duck Pond ~ 
headlines: “Potential, Intelligent 
Boy ODs to Eternal Sleep.” 


Lily Xu is going to be a very 
overworked and excited junior 
next year at West Windsor- 
Plainsboro High School North. 
She enjoys a variety of hobbies and 
interests like shooting baskets 
while hula-hooping and drawing 
random things. She likes to keep 
herself busy with her musical and 
studious activities. After all, Life = 
Live, Love, Learn. 


A Better Place 


oldest son was going. Or maybe 
they didn’t know what a drug 
was. “Wasa dlug?” I could imag- 
ine them spitting out in their hard 
Chinese accents. I figure I 
needed to abandon this torture I 
was inflicting on myself before it 
was too late. 

Too late. It’s too good to give 
up. The freedom of hours of pure 
pleasure, forgetting the harsh re- 
ality. I’m in it. I’m hard core. My 
favorite is LSD, it takes you into 
heaven where anything can hap- 
pen. I hate waking up from my 
dreams because I love it there. If 
only I could stay there forever. 
I’ve resorted to stealing because | 
can’t pay for the 


Continued from preceding page 


my daily vernacular speech! I 
can’t utter a single sentence to a 
decent Jooking girl without her 
looking at me like ‘What on 
earth does ‘recondite erudition’ 
mean?” Seriously, did I just say 
that? 

And now I’m in the acne 
stage. They just keep popping 
up! And no matter how many sci- 
ence books I’ve studied that say 
it’s an “imbalance of hor- 
mones”’— I know it’s because of 
those oily Chinese pancakes my 
mom makes every morning. Of 
course, perfect 


Bubbles drift above the pond. 
Oh this great land that I stand on. 
Gentle winds blow as I wave my wand. 
A bubble is formed and lands on a frond. 
Making more bubbles, see the colors swirl. 
Up glances the only spectator, a lonely squirrel. ‘ 
The continuous thin film of the bubble starts to dry 
then in a short moment the bubble will die. 
Ducks swimming by, point their beaks up high 
catching a glimpse of bubbles that die. 
As the broken bubble falls in the pond, 


issues such as: : but by nurses and assistant ment of not only me, but you and a 
‘ J nurses, or whatever they are. you and you, too. 
¢ Preservation of assets and trusts But there are times when I am That’s right. Even you, my 
e Determination of decision makers absolutely certain that some loathsome, anonymous neighbor. 
; ap : dreaded disease has crept its way _I saw you the other day. No, I'm 
¢ Investment strategies to produce dividend income... into my aging body. I’ll study the sorry. [heard you. You were say- 
...and other legal and financial issues inherent to the symptoms in a medical encyclo- ing — let me think — oh, that’s 
es long-term care and assisted living process can be easily pedia and match each andevery _ right. I remember the exact 
addressed to make the assisted living decision an phat tae chiematiand era aak ete. ian 
z iti . me: at that scoundrel. “ 
: affordable and smooth transition. await me, I consider paying a What kind of lowlife. in the mid- ; 
- visit to my general practitioner. dle of the night, dumps his gar- | 
: Featuring guest speakers David Boyer, Esq. & a <a = seen fs “de. ite ' = tapes rena 
‘ Ts —'Ge- ike a wretched weasel, crawlin 
. Charles Bowman, # Sovereign Bank VP of Trust scribed my symptoms over the through the midnight air, drag- . z 
z: and Wealth Management/Sovereign Bank phone and she dismissed them as _ ging a sack of garbage consisting ; 
‘ if | were wasting her time. Can of everything from empty wine ; 
i When: Thursday, August 8, 2002 you imagine that? It’s a good bottles to cellophane smelling of © 
. thing I live so close to Princeton —_ smoked salmon. And then with a 
é ; Where: CareOne at Hamilton Hospital, just in case I should the hope that nobody is witness- 
a Time: 6 p.m. - 8 p.m. CareOne at Hamilton need to go there in the middle of _ing this act of rebellion, hurls it 
; ~~ the night. | into the large metal containers de- 
Dinner Provided em > And it’s not just that problem; _ signed to hold anything but that 
: : A CareOn i i there h ‘ . i inside.” 
eee tony required. ei Gon sey rye beessabaaee by hom ah Bi Pg * the volo tibia 
‘Please call 609-586-4600 1660 Wimtehorse-Hamiiton Square Rd. brother that I suffer from para- out from the dark. I turned to see 
Hamilton, NJ 08690 noia, and the worst possible kind. | who caught me in such a despica- 
That's right. The kind thatenvel- _ ble act. It was dark, mind you, so 
é ops your entire soul. I'm not at liberty to gi 
Visit our Web site at www.care-one-com., No, not simply delusions of tailed chsscrigticel belt eee sai 
persecution. That would be easy —_to see a bearded man, not quite 


Howard doesn’t 
have any pimples. 
Stupid Ho. 

Will I ever get 
recognition for 
who I really am? 
I can’t take this 
anymore. No one 


Sometimes | really 
hate my parents and 
my brother. Some 
times | wish | was non- 
Asian, because then 


drugs. But it’s 
not like my par- 
ents will ever no- 
tice that extra 
twenty missing 
from their wal- 
let. My parents 
are smart, they 


by Barry Grossman 


Ss" people might say that 
it’s unusual that I spend 

most of my time within the 
confines of my basement apart- 


concentric circles formed extend far beyond. 
At the duck pond it’s such a joy 
to wave my wand like it’s a toy. 


— Hildie Joy Mathis 


Mathis is a laboratory technician at AVEBE America Inc. 
“It is such a pleasure to drive to Princeton to work. This area 


ever notices me. I’d have more respect hiave lots of ment. I rarely step outside any- is so beautiful that I actually look forward to coming to work. 
They only see me f thine Ehad cag as i “ 7 = more except when it is absolutely This poem is about my experience at the Duck Pond located at 
as a shadow of pellbeduheh Aches The celta wie: a nae necessary. And then it is only at 4 Independence Way.” 


my extremely 


smart brother. I : recognized. = 
must think of a fi. ig Sg gemanoenerme rr sci ae Not that I have anything to time would be spent with them. far more inexplicable. After all, | 
way to be utterly =: hide, mind you. That is not the Though if I ever were to unex- know when somebody is playing 
different. What would bring my Now I’m all depressed. Why case at all. During the course of pectedly be treated to a visit by some sort of mind game with me 
parents itp as me for how I feel do I do this to them? It’s all my my lifetime, I have made a num- him and his family, I would wel- | — someone who delights himself 
about life? What would make fault! I’ve been such a failure to P&F Of acquaintances and have de- come them all with the hope that _—_ with bringing me down to my 
them understand? I decided to be my race, to my culture. To my so- veloped decent relationships with —_ this would be one of many visits. knees, bringing me to utter de-_ 
a druggy. eee ciety. 1 fee feel sneer lines form individuals from places both dis- —_ And once the Route 206 bypass spair, so far removed from my- 

You know, “chill with my on my. face as I think about what tant and near. But in recent years, —_ js built, he won’t have to com- self that it takes me literally 
homies and see how long it takes a waste my society is. No one I have made an active decisionto _pjain so much about the traffic weeks to show any semblance of = 
my parents to find out and take cares about anyone but them- distance myself from everyone. from Parsippany to Princeton. who I am. 
me to a psychiatrist. I know how selves. In the end, it’s always It’s easier this way. The base- But it’s safe to say, despite his You know the type — the type 
to make friends easily. Every- about me, me, me, ME! No mat- ment is just a better place to letters of good intent, my brother _ who sits at his living room win- 
— the a ompoepe : ter who you pretend to be, nice spend my time. » and his family choose what they dow, waiting for you to come 

/ ras ae 2° h “ or mean, Ill always be me. And : Even my family — which con- think is the right thing to do, and home. And at that very moment, 
se ar = itting in with the it’ll always be about me. But I sists of one older brother and one that is to distance themselves he calls out your name. Natu- 

ruggies, though they were a bit only want a few seconds of recog- YOunser sister — I have not seen —_— from me. J accept that andI wish _ rally, having heard your name, 

a labeee - first. It was during nition! Any recognition! Can’t for many years, although I’ve re- them well. And I’m sure they you respond in the most decent 
those euphoric summer days that you even spare a few minutes to ceived a few letters from my wish the same for me. way. “ Yes — what is it?” you > 


I let myself become addicted to a 
plethora of weeds and inhalants. 

To top that off I was running 
out of allowance money. My 
acne worsened. Somehow my 
parents never found out. Either 
that or they didn’t care. Or 
maybe they were just so 


complished. 


when they were 


look at me? At my face? My 
hands? My hands won’t move. 
I’m trying to reach for my violin 
case because beneath the frame 
of the violin cushion lies my sto- 
len treasure. I can’t move my 
hands. I’m so tired. I can’t move 


night, when I am less likely to be 


brother, who has promised to 
visit me sometime soon. But 
these are only words. It is doubt- 
ful that he will find the time to 
make his way down here. It is 
only a 90-minute drive, and 
that’s with traffic. 


I’m perfectly content going 
about my way on this lower level- 
one flight down from the land- 
lord, a lady who leaves me alone 
as long as I slide the monthly 
check beneath the door at the top 
of the stairs. It is a perfect ar- 


call out. But he turns back into 
his home, behind that open win- 
dow from which he called your 
name, as if he never called it at 
all. Meanwhile, you’re walking 
in the direction of that window. 
Yes, that window from which 


: But I completely understand . When I think th rn was obviously called 
: my eyelids anymore either. God a ea rangement. When | think the your name was obviously Called, e. 
mn a. = . te tg 8 help Si What will become of that he’s tied up with his wife stars are in their proper place and _ but suddenly nothing is no longer 
at they didn t care now their and kids and that any of his spare —_| am keenly aware of my sur- obvious, and people from other 
roundings, there is another setof | windows are staring at you as if 
stairs that leads me directly tothe —_ you’re insane. 
e outside world. I’ve got it made. Who are they to think that I’m 
The Pric e of But then again, maybe I don’t. insane? Although I must tell you, 
One day everything is fine. I’ve been accused of this very 
The next day you’re worried that symptom, not just by people 
3 your life is coming to an ugly whose faces dangle from win- 
Pe ace oO Min es end. Oh, perhaps I’m exaggerat- dows, but by people whose faces as 


Yes, You Can Afford Assisted Living! 


The latest in CareOne at Hamilton’s Continuing 
Community Education Seminars 


We invite you to come out and see for yourself how 


ing. It’s hard to tell whether 
things are OK or not sometimes. 
As usual, I take my blood pres- 
sure on the dot of 2 p.m. Surpris- 
ingly, it’s within acceptable lev- 
els. I could be a hypochondriac, 
you know. I’ve been called that, 
not only by friends and family 


enough to dismiss, but something 


sit behind desks — large desks 
covered with pens of all colors, 
erasers that actually work and 
computers so colorful — mostly 
blue — that they resemble some- 
thing from a science fiction film. 
Oh — and other things cover the 
desks of those who sit in judg- 


middle aged, standing there hold- 
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complete training facility 


Rick Tucci 


Dan Inosanto @ OF 
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Summer Special Ist 


oie Sea seat ‘ great that when word of its gran- _ that I am by nature a 
iol 8 = " to his deur makes its way around town, — good neighbor, I am in- ° ye 
+ 5 hea rat) cpa -a mongrel anyone having missed it, from viting you and your dog Easy Riding 
. This \ ei eyes met mine. either being uninvited or unavail- to my home this Satur- 
en ieeneren wolflike in its vi- able, will regret deeply not hav- day at 7 p.m. for cheese 
Seta yap to Salivate at ing been apart ofit.Buthowcan — and crackers in the “Easy rider, see what you done done. Lawd, Lawd” 
befc ug 4 “ uman being un- _I possibly throw a party when | hopes that we can clear -—~ Anonymous 
iat: pclae to its keen can barely muster up the strength __ the air and settle any dif- tes 5 : 
av of sme : to leave the basement? ferences that may yet Riding is never easy in Central New Jersey. 
a _ odd Shaabeloasede _ Scratch the party idea. Besides _linger. I live on your There are too many cars on the roads heading in the same 
4 Xpc ay ae dance of peril or forcing myself to be a gracious same block on the far direction. 
TISK, OY OR y from the beast with host, I’d have to strike up a con- corner of the street. RS PELE yee 
| four legs, but from the one with versation involving some degree Please enter from the And the SCOnery doesn't vistedraaec freedom ; ; 
two = as well. Both ap- of thought. Then I'd have to back door. unless you roll down your window as you drive ; 
ae ees otha vee ESSE a ee I look forward to the on your slow-crawl commute to work 
‘ read, hidiey GF maak . 
Say ae bucky Gein a 6 il Soko meeting to listen to the rumble of a Harley 
S quick!) & Cx- . ou both under : whcdtan alto 
posed to more imminent, threat- t Rae? ora the doc reset praicicienbca growling profanities at the traffic. ) 
ening evil, so instead of dealing or — spoke to the Sincerely, Your tts the gourd teat siainaenien . 
with this sudden situation, like a nurse — described my Neighbor = aoe mi pe le big ' 
mouse that knows when it’s sub- not the model. Electra Glide or Sportster . 
jected to ultimate doom from symptoms over the Placing my correspon- doesn’t matter. It’s the sound you ride on 
: v ee hone and she di dence in an envelope and ea ied f y 
some alley cat creeping around a p e dis aw . r >¢ 
garbage can, I took flight into the missed th if | then.atamping, it: lopeds away TO NEW: JERSE y ani Ata eee | 
Re Sein thé wall Sc" ores only the delivery to com- It’s the sound that tunnels you through the mountains | 
found myself back in my base- i ig her : peie my papers yah of Pennsylvania and nudges you beyond Ohio’s 
ment alone. Safe-safe from some Ime. Can you imagine pinta valle ES soybean fields and Indiana’s corn. 
phantom sweeping the midnight that? lead to my landlady s y | 
streets. 3 ; quarters.and.caretully It’s the burble of the exhaust 
Babi ae cafe ax Tfel seneniindiieitiiilige messi: SHUG Ine-enveiope: be- Sutngt 
And yet as safe as I felt, I Re SOE TOE: that drowns the sound of the Mississippi 
came to realize that much like 3 inois é 
Rae ay incuse. I did nothine to 8 brush up on my current events — as you cross Illinois. Ahead the country opens up | 
; rae ha wad, anda whole host of topics about like the folded road maps 
tect my rights. Such a coward I Wiis Bins ei ian saihaiss Since composing and F 
was. My God, there could have i ts aie. me 8. delivering the party if your father got for free 
been at least a dozen explana- volved. It’s best to put wr vitation, I’ve been think- at any gas station when you were a child 
tions for dumping my garbage party for a while. Besides — who __ ing about this meeting on family vacations in the summer. 
sabe the restricted Dumpster. But can actually tolerate conversin all week long, how ex- 
instead of explaining myself, I with more than three people a actly it will unfold, The sound pulls you through Iowa and Nebraska 
ran from the scene of the crime aS P where they will sit i 
the same time in the confines of a y , past Boot Hill and truck stops 
like that scared mouse, and from syalb in ait what food I can prepare i 
® — some blowhard, sadistic mid- es for the fics aa oe where steak and eggs are as American 
night rambler and his vicious ais nes mae ore will deesitse cide He as apple pie. A detour down into Colorado 
“oan sper meee) been pecdiecs fret Fics i. subject that brought us onto a dug-up railroad bed that empties into Cripple Creek 
g ans Sr eS Some cheese and crackers. Per- all together in the first where you lounge in a 19th-century hotel lobby 
penet looked as hough-he haps I could buy a pie-maybe Place. But I am certain on a circular couch with the exhaust 
needed his shots, too. The owner Mincleeti ti aeale == ct ev everything will fall a 
and its dog, or the dog and its vik ei saspberriék aie BE ates still drumming in your ears. 
owner — it makes me wonder and within ashort wile : SS. 
Gistseally should: ba huslding the tera Orchards, eae aice tt ih ett ns it’s the sound of rugged individualism, 
* _ leash, whose teeth are sharper, ine somewhat erevarious. [know 2 Mutual respect for one the voice of the Duke echoing through Utah’s 
___ whose look is more vicious, ah at es i That’s : another. I can hardly Monument Valley. It’s the sound you follow all the way 
whose negative impact upon hu- . , : . wait. : : : 
a = right — I’ll make peace with the to California where it all began on two wheels 
aa life is more biting and long- neighbor who chastened me for H's Row 28 with Marlon in leathers after Johnny came marching home 
asting. ; 2 p.m., and I sit impa- ° 
Don’t think for one moment at Re Gis s legen he __tiently waiting for them at the end of World War II. It’s the sound that parks 
that those faces behind those win-_;. 7 ‘. to arrive. Much tom our imagination in Big Sur when you pull into the lot 
Sea did) coctsce that t failed lives at the corner. Therefore, his y y & sf a 
. iites ea - oi ; to street number, based on my calcu- ne the fea tee the at work in Central New Jersey where the riding 
‘ r 1 € appropri- : NG top of the stairs that : : 
Mt Gte Dumpster. There they no tir ee cates eee: ie tealate the langlady’s is never easy but a Harley is your dream come true. 
doubt stood, laughing with their ee apartment is opening, ae 
notebook and compose an invita- Charles H. Johnson 
spouses about my transgressions. 4, not the door leading out 
' By the way, these are the same ; ; back that I had in- Johnson is an award-winning poet whose work has appeared in U.S. 1 
people who invite me to their Dear Sir: . structed them to enter before. He is a Geraldine R. Dodge Foundation Poet and regularly 
homes for what they like to think After much consideration, I re- through. Looking up to conducts poetry workshops in Paterson and North Brunswick. “Tunnel 
is a party. Even Mary Richards alize that I have acted Ina wrong- greet my guests, I see Vision,” his first collection of poetry, will be published this year by 
throws better parties than them. ful manner. I am referring to the that it is neither the Warthog Press. He is night editor and poetry reviewer for the Home News 
Ican’t go. And why should I, ae ay a ae ‘se neighbor nor his dog, Sales in East Brunswick. He lives with his wife and two children in 
® when I know that they laugh at nig ae : but my brother. After ainsboro. 
me behind my back. clearly, threw my garbage into descending the stairs, 
So instead I hide in my base- the restricted Dumpster. You he embraces me, then 
ment like the social phobic I’ve caught me red-handed, and be- comes into my apart- 
become. It’s funny that I’ve not ee eee cones ment and chats for awhile. 
yet been accused of suffering ness and sabe privetebes nose 3 Finally, he helps me pack my 
from this modern problem. But ich fit to bring ay ae suitcase, which had been half- 
the millennium has barely begun, eat I tell you after a packed already, and I cautiously 
» and I’m confident that within a consideration, you ti mg — follow him upstairs. Only par- 
~ short period of time, some win- do “= @ thing even sa - tially paying attention, I notice 
dow-faced demon party-thrower _— Peace e nighttime when a him giving some money to the 
will introduce the thought tomy ‘jolted by your aren peers at landlady and thanking her for 
already worried mind. have ate we aa ore ane snail one thing or another. Leading me 
Perhaps I’ll throw a party of 5: ali demas oat ‘ R oS baie ) 
my own one day — a party so In the meantime, to show you Continued on following page esearch has determined that regular 
exercise can prevent premature death 
Cultivate the power of your mind and body by as much as 50%. 
wy. | ® That should be enough to get yourself 
healthy and fit. If it’s not, how about 


RICK TUCCI, DIRECTOR, HEAD INSTRUCTOR, 


personally trained and certified by Dan Inosanto 
Bruce Lee's 41 prolege 


"1 strongly recommend that anyone interested 
in learning from one of the best train with 
Rick Tucci.” Dan Inosanto 


Month Free* 


*Only 40 memerships still available 


ed 
jet" see Rick Tucci on 


rs 
uu 


The Learning Channel's 
'The Ultimate Ten: Martial Arts’ 


© 


We're located at 377 Wall Street 
across from the Princeton Airport. 


Call 609-430-1050 


to schedule an appointment 
with one of our Membership Advisors 


FEATURED-ARTS INCLUDE: 
Jeet(Kane Do 
KICKBOXING, THAI BOXING, GRAPPLING, 
SILAT, KALI - EDGED WEAPONS 


- call for free trial Class - 


GS 


© 


n 


- He : 
609 . 452 . 2208 


princeton near market fair WWW 


14 farber rd. ausa.com 
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outside, he ushers me into his 
car, where I sit quietly in the 
back seat. 
Suddenly a wave of fear over- 
comes me, as I realize that I 
might not have packed my blood 
pressure kit. No, I distinctly re- 
member putting it in my suitcase. 
Barry Grossman is a sales di- 
rector for Total Personnel Staffing 
in Trenton. All his short stories, 
while fiction, are at least loosely 
based on people and places he has 
known throughout his life. Even his 
most serious subjects include an 
element of humor. He lives in 
Plainsboro with his wife, a profes- 
sional writer, and his 9-year-old 
son, who lists “writer” as his top 
career choice. 


Valley Girl 


by Robbie Clipper Sethi 


hen I got into Smith, I 
cried. God, it would 
feel good to study 


three-thousand miles away! My 
aunt came shuffling toward me in 
her fuzzy pink slippers, the ba- 
bies she took in for day care 
shrieking around her. “‘ What is — 
it, child?” 

“T got into Smith!” I had to 
bear her smirk as she smoothed 
her bright blue kameez over her 
baggy salwars. 

“Now your Mummy and 
Daddy will believe I made a stu- 
dent of you,” she said, in Eng- 
lish, because she knew I’d under- 
stand. 

‘American schools are easy 
compared to the prison Mum and 
Daddy sent me to. Besides, I’m 
the one who made a student out 
of me.” 

“You have no gratitude for 
family,” she said. “I have always 


“T have gratitude,” I said. “I 
just like credit where credit — ” 

“That is exactly what I mean.” 

I called London. “Oh, that’s 
nice,” my mother said. “Isn’t 
it?” And “Child, you know how 
expensive your brother’s tuition 
is. Why don’t you apply to a lo- 
cal —” 

“Mum!” I shouted. “Smith is 
one of the top colleges in the 
States! Do you remember what a 
horrible student I was? I’ve done 
so well here that I’ve been ac- 
cepted at a school as good as my 
brother’s. Almost. Can I talk to 
Daddy?” 


8 am Saturday 


The newest show 


Hosted by Caliper’s Herb Greenberg, Chief Executive Officer 
and Patrick Sweeney, Chief Marketing Officer 


Our GUEST THIS SATURDAY 


John Short 
Chairman, President and CEO of 
Opinion Research Corporation 


My father had always been the 
more rational parent, tolerant and 
easygoing, the one that Shawn 
and I could talk to when our 
mother lost control. I could not 
believe my ears when he said, 
“You will have to consider some 
alternative. At least for the next 
two years.” “Daddy, I can’t! ’'m 
as smart as Shawn. This proves 
it. I want to be a doctor.” 

“Doctor is good,” he said. 
“We are proud. When you are 
married —” 

“Married? I’m only seven- 
teen! Is that it? You want to get 
me married so you don’t have to 

“Do not be ridiculous —” 

**_ the way you dumped me 
on Aunt Mona?” 

“You are talking nonsense,” 
my aunt said, grabbing the re- 
ceiver and fixing it to her ear. To 
my surprise she spoke to him in 
English: “The girl is difficult. I 
told her not to waste the money. 
Yes, there is a local college. But 
the girl does not have a car. Do 
you know how much it costs to 
keep four cars? And she is not re- 
sponsible. She will go with boys. 
I cannot take responsibility . . . 
You are my brother, but I must. . 
. I will send her —” 

I ran out the door, across the 
patch of grass in front of the six- 
room bungalow I had hated the 
moment I had seen it, toward the 


The girl is difficult. | 
told her not to waste 
the money. Yes, there 
is a local college. But 
the girl does not have 
a car. And she is not 
responsible. She will 
go with boys. 


bus stop, at the same pace I had 
taken every morning of my high 
school career, across streets, cry- 
ing so hard I couldn’t see. No 
one passed me. It was too dark 
for joggers. Every now and then 
a car sped by, lighting the fa- 
cades of bungalows and ranches. 
Once a low-rider shouted from 
his Olds, “Girl! Lost your boy- 
friend?” — 

_ I'd studied Spanish, so I under- 
stood the Mexicans calling me as 
if my black hair and brown skin 
had a history on this continent. 
But I could never bring home 
dark-skinned classmates who did 
not know at least the names of 
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foods in Punjabi. Even light- 
skinned classmates. I’d learned 
that from my aunt. I was sorry 
that none of the friends I’d made 
in spite of her lived in what I had 
ever thought of as walking dis- 
tance. 

As I turned onto Victory, I 
wondered where to go, pounding 
one foot in front of the other on 
the unused sidewalks, on and on, 
past store fronts, gas stations, of- 
fice buildings, restaurants, not so 
much to reach a destination as to 
put as many steps as I could be- 
tween myself and the San Fer- 
nando Valley house. I’d almost 
reached De Soto when I turned 
and noticed a black Volvo follow- 
ing me slowly, like the low rider 
who had just passed. 

This was no laughing Mexican- 
American boy, but a man, his 
thin, blond hair streaked with 
gray. Cars screeched to a halt be- 
hind him, horns blaring, engines 
revving as Mercedes, Toyotas, 
BMWs accelerated past. He 
leaned across the passenger seat 
and beckoned through the win- 
dow, a foolish smile on his pasty 
face. ‘The San Diego is straight 
ahead,” I told him. He shook his 
head. ‘‘ You want the Simi?” 

“T want you.” A chill ran 
through me. I hurried away from 
the car and kept walking as if I'd 
never stopped to give directions 
he didn’t want. I could still hear 
the car, the horns honking behind 
him. This is what happens, I 
thought, to girls whose families 
send them to high school in a 
country they consider superior. 
Without turning I walked into a 
Chinese restaurant, its red doors 
opened by a doorman in Last-Em- 
peror-era silks, an artificial smile 
on his face. The maitre d’, ina 
tuxedo, greeted me at the reserva- 
tion desk, his smile fading as I 
tried to find my breath. What 
would I do, I wondered, if the 
man came in behind me? 

““May I use your telephone?” 

“No telephone,” he said, point- 
ing to the door behind me. 

“Someone is following me,” I 
said, new tears spilling over my 
sticky lashes. “Please!” 

He picked up a handset. 
“Number?” 

The first number that came to 
mind was home — Aunt Mona’s. 
I couldn’t call there. I blocked on 
any of my friends’ numbers. All I 
could remember was my 
brother’s — from two years ago 
— the one | used to call every 
day after he had run away and 
moved in with a friend, Scott 
Rose, an American, of European 
descent. I recited the number. 
The maitre d’ dialed and gave me 
the receiver. 

“Hello?” 

“Who's this?” 

“Scot 

“T thought you were in India.” 

“T came back. Who’s this?” 

“Sheela. Shawn’s sister. Can 
you pick me up? Someone tried 
to kidnap me. I —”’ “Where are 
you?” 

“In a Chinese restaurant on 
Victory. I-I’m all alone.” 

“Chan’s Forbidden City?” 

When Scott walked through 


Geography 


now) 


The Delaware took us, inner tubes 

and all. Like cells streaming 

through vessels, we coursed down 
between wide banks, unaware of ourselves 
or of the day’s destination. 


It was by the Delaware we perched ourselves 
on a gravelly ramp, years after, throwing 
stones, hoping at least one of them 

would make a sound that would tell us 

who we were, now that we thought 

we should know but didn’t. 


We did know something: we were 
New Yorkers, wearing the dubious 
hat over hair that was now thinner 
(in your case) or darker (mine). 


But geography is only ever part 
of the story. There was a place 
below the surface of thought, 
where to be free was more than 
cosmology or politics or borders. 


Like today, for instance, years later still, 
our little boy’s demands for play bring us 
back to the river, to the inner tubes, 
where thought is left on the bank, 

like a single, discarded shoe. 


We could be anywhere, the Mississippi, 

the Amazon, floating under the sky like 
pre-teens knowing we’ll grow up someday — 
and you’re thinking what I’m thinking: 

we’ ll grow up to be a middle-aged pair, 
floating with their son (who’s slightly older 


on a big rubber donut on a summer river. 


Yoder holds a masters of fine arts in writing from Sarah 
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of a Mennonite Life” is forthcoming in 2003 from Pandora 
Press. She has published nonfiction and poetry in peri- 
odicals such as Sarah Lawrence Review, ELF (Eclectic 
Literary Forum) and in a chapbook titled “St. Francis of 
Assisi” (Cathedral of St. John the Divine, New York City). 
She promotes her work on www.cynthiayoder.com. 


— Cynthia Yoder 


the doors, as tall and slim as I’d 
remembered, thin pale hair, his 
face pinkened by the sun, I was 
sitting at a table behind a Coke 
and a plate of dumplings I had 
not ordered. 

I stood and hugged him. 
“Sorry I lost touch,” he said. “I 
was a little...” 

“Tve run away!” 

The maitre d’ held a neatly 
packed paper bag in front of me. 
“T didn’t bring any money,” I 
said. 

Scott dug into the pocket of 
his jeans. “No problem.” 

“No problem,” the maitre d’ 
repeated, refusing Scott’s dollars 
and shoving the paper bag into 
my hands. i 

“Why are strangers so nice?” 
I asked.as we walked to Scott’s 
Jeep. I told him how I'd been fol- 
lowed. “I'd be dead by now, at 
the bottom of Topanga Canyon. 
My aunt would be hysterical. I 
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wonder if my mother and father 
would come for my funeral. 
Shawn would have to light the 


fire.” 


“Which in this country is prob- 
ably a switch or something.” 


| vaguely remembered my 
brother ranting about Scott's 
decision to live on an ashram in- 
stead of going right to college. 
“When did you come back?” | 
asked. 

“After I got used to the calls 
to prayers,” he said, “the temple 
bells, the hymns blasting out into 
the streets — ” 

“The constant images of relig- 
ion in India!” I missed them too, 
though in England I hadn’t 
grown up with anything of the 
sort. 

“Krishna, Ganesh, Lakshmi, 


and people’s gurus all over their 


homes, businesses, even cars! I 
realized it’s just the different 
look. After I got used to mina- 
rets, turrets and domes, I began 
to see that just like here, it’s not 
God that dominates everything, 
it’s the struggle to feed yourself 
— or to buy nice clothes, gold, 
big weddings to impress the 
neighbors.” 

I sighed. He was describing 
my parents’ world exactly, which 
they had exported to England. 
My aunt Mona was trying to pre- 
serve that world in California. 
“Can I stay with you?” I asked. 
“Like Shawn? At least till the 
end of June. I want to graduate. 
Otherwise I’m homeless. Aunt 
Mona won't take me back. And I 
wouldn't go if she did.” 
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Scott shrugged. “] guess you 
could have my sister’s room. 
She’s never home. She’s going 
right on for law school in 
Berkeley.” 

“Will your parents mind?” 

“Are you kidding? T hey came 
to India while I was there. Did 
you know that? Stayed at your 
grandmother’s house.” I felt a 


pang of homesickness, remember- 


ing my family’s famous hospital- 
ity, my grandmother’s little 
house in Delhi. Even South Lon- 
don with its In- 
dian restau- 
rants, Bangra 
music, black 
and tan clubs, 
life. 

In the morn- 
ing | putona 
tight Chinese 
silk my mother 
had bought me 
on a shopping 
trip to Singa- 
pore. I got off 
the school bus 
as Close as | 


could to to America. 
Chan’s Forbid- 


Though the 

boys at school had stared at me, 
and I had to rush from the bus to 
the restaurant, my backpack 
slung across my back, sure that 
I'd meet up with the black Volvo 
again, it had been worth looking 
sexier than I am. The maitre d’ 
was so impressed, so glad to see 
me smiling that he showed me 
how to greet customers and seat 
them, take reservations and help 
the waiters with the checks — 
though Chinese has proven a lot 
more difficult than Spanish. 

Scott’s parents gave me their 
daughter’s room. I can see a time 
when I'll be able to afford my 
own apartment. “You save that 
money,” Scott’s father, David, 
says. “College is your first prior- 
ity.” 

“T wish my parents felt that 
way.” 

“Your parents do feel that 
way. Look at your brother: Ivy 
League all the way!” 

“Yes,” I say, “but it’s your 
daughter who’s going to 
Berkeley.” 

“Doesn’t matter,” he says. 
“Daughter, son. If only Scott 
here hadn’t been distracted—” 

“Tm in college now.” 

“Girls are not assets in an In- 
dian family,” I try to understand 
myself. “They become a part of 


SUNT REET SEAT RNS 


I’ve considered 
going home, to 
the very heart of 
the empire that 
seduced my par- 
ents’ whole fam- 
ily. | could show 
them | am not 
the dumb, little 
tomboy they sent, 


pen. My family is all | 


over the world. | 
never knew they 
were sO conserva 
tive,” 

Scott’s mother, 
Sandy, plops onto the 
couch and says, “My 
whole family pan- 
icked when I brought 
home an acceptance 
to law school instead 
of an engagement 
ring. Under no cir- 
cumstances 
would they let 
me move to 
UCLA with- 
out a husband. 
I had to marry 
David.” 

“So that’s 
why you mar- 
ried me.” 
Scott’s father 
scowled. 
ang Te 
thought it was 
my blond 


I’ve consid- 
ered going 
home, to the 
very heart of 
the empire that se- 
duced my parents’ 
whole family without 
really winning their 
hearts. I could show 
them I am not the 
dumb, little tomboy 
they sent to America. 
I’m graduating Na- 
tional Honor Society, 
a hostess in a Chi- 
nese dress. Without 
them, though, I am 
not merely a daugh- 
ter, not the second, 
unwanted child; I am 


something that my 
family might never 
let me be. 


“Sheela, you’re a real individ- 


We Few 


by Deborah Roggie 


We few, we happy few, we band of brothers; 

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me 

Shall be my brother; be he ne’er so vile, 

This day shall gentle his condition; 

And gentlemen in England now-a-bed 

Shall think themselves accurs’d they were not 

here, 

And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any 

speaks 

That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day. 
— Henry V 


oodbye,” said the mom. 
for you all.” 

“Thank you,” Laurie said, and she meant it, even 
though she didn’t put much faith in prayer. A God that 
let children get cancer didn’t seem worth praying to. 
Still, all those positive thoughts floating in Michael’s di- 
rection — maybe all that energy counted 
for something. She knew the mom was of- 
fering a kindness, and for that reason she 
treated the offer of prayers as if it were in- 
deed something valuable. 

“Thank you. I’m so glad for you both.” 
She watched the mom quickly bundle up| 
her son and leave. She could smell their re- 


“Tl pray for you. I'll pray 


Some kids were bald, 
some regrowing their 
hair; some were moon- 
faced from steroids, 


One less kid with cancer. That’s worth a hooray. So, 
hooray. 

Laurie just felt tired, yet clear-headed, as she looked 
around the clinic. She’d been bringing Michael here for 
over two years. Eight-year-old Sarah was doing her 
homework with the clinic tutor, the IV at her side pump- 
ing toxic chemicals into her bloodstream. She had no 
hair — even her eyebrows and lashes were gone — but 
her fingernails were painted bright sparkly pink. The 
boys, Michael and Jason, entranced with the video rac- 
ing game, gleefully shot virtual bananas at each other. 
Ryan, who was not allowed to roughhouse because he 
had a catheter running through a vein in his arm and up 
towards his heart, watched the game hopefully, waiting 
for the older boys to give him a turn. Two moms camped 
out in the big stuffed chairs, watching their toddlers play 
with donated toys on the clinic floor: Jordan and Brit- 
tany had ports surgically implanted in their chests. 

At the counter, Pat the Nurse argued on the phone 
with an insurance company. Donna the Nurse made pho- 
tocopies to add to a patient file already. three inches 
thick. A teenager on crutches stalked back to an examin- 
ing room, flanked by Dr. Warren and an anxious parent. 

Some kids were bald, some regrowing their hair; 
some were moon-faced from steroids, and some so 
young your heart just broke for them. 
One girl had that unlucky damaged 
chromosome which made Downs kids 
vulnerable to an especially nasty form 
of leukemia — a double whammy. 
Laurie was amazed at the grace and 
courage of that girl’s mom. Hell, she 
was amazed at herself. Sometimes 


lief. and some so young there were dads here at the clinic, 
What am I, nuts? I should be jealous as ; sometimes younger brothers and sis- 
aie : our heart just broke oe 
hell, Laurie thought. Turns out the lump in ae itiaeik J ters, sometimes even grandparents — 


his neck is not cancer after all. She’s taking 
her kid home. We’re staying for chemother- 
apy. Another year to go of this crap — if 
we’re lucky. Another year of spinal taps, 
of vincristine injections through a butterfly needle in the 
back of the hand, of collapsed veins and aching joints 
and endless pills and Michael getting wigged-out on 
prednisone. A year of long drives to the hospital, and 
blood tests, of Michael’s desperate pleas to delay the nee- 
dles, and of fixing insurance screw-ups. Of negotiating 
with the school for a tutor; of negotiating with her boss 
for time off. 

She tried to locate some anger or envy or jealousy, 
and found only a few small embers in the back of her 
stomach, that, fan as she might, refused to light. 


but mostly it was the moms who 
schlepped the kids to their appoint- 
ments, who held them during shots 
and taps, whispering sympathy and 
praise and encouragement to their warrior-children. 

We few, we happy few, she thought. We band of 
mothers. We warriors. We survivors. 

Even if just for today. 


Deborah Roggie has read at the New York Review of 
Science Fiction monthly program, at the Princeton Arts 
Council’s “Starry Winter Night,” and on the NYC radio 
program, “Hour of the Wolf.” This story is based on an 
incident in the children’s Cancer Institute at Robert 
Wood Johnson Hospital in New Brunswick. 


ual,” David Rose says, seeing me 
for the first time in my Chinese 
dress behind the reservation desk 
in Chan’s Forbidden City. I don’t 
know if I’m an individual yet, if I 
will ever be. But I smile as I pull 
my Chinese silk over my thighs 
and show him and Sandy to the 
best table in the house. 


Robbie Clipper Sethi is a pro- 
fessor of English and chair of the 
English Department at Rider Uni- 
versity. Her first book, “The Bride 
Wore Red” appeared in 1996; her 
next book, tentatively titled “First 
Generation,” will be available this 
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Grave Doubts 


by Victoria L. Sheridan 


he historical society gives a 

tour of the local cemetery 

every Memorial Day and 
Halloween. The tour consists of 
the usual old graves, historical 
personages and witty tomb 
stones. I like to go because sev- 
eral years ago I purchased a 
grave there and visiting it gives 
me a thrill, as |! mock my own 
mortality. Ashes to ashes, dust to 
dust, but not just yet. 

I noticed him first by the grave 
of the Presbyterian minister (the 
elder, not the younger). Tall, 
dark, with a melancholic air to 
him, completely dressed in black. 
Do people still 
dress all in 
black? Our eyes 
met, and a sad 
smile came to 


Had my romantic phar 
tom turned into a phar 


myself with the volume of my 
voice against the breeze. 

“Yes,” he replied. A catch 
seemed to grab at his throat. 
“Cherry blossoms fall/ slowly 
they drift to the earth/ fragile, 
lonely bloom.” He looked at me 
and smiled sadly. 

Poetry. I hate poetry, espe- 
cially from men. It always seems 
so affected as a come on (“see 
how sensitive I am, I recite po- 
etry”). I smiled out of politeness. 
He put his arm around me and 
we began to walk again. I had to 
shift my purse around to my back 
to accommodate his arm, but I 
didn’t mind 
his arm around 
me. This was 
going to make 
an interesting 


his face. I i 
2 
smiled back, tom PePeate He walked pews 
hktices away, leaving me re A ae 
friendly. lieved but perplexed. two meet”). 
The group We walked 
moved slowly without talk- 


across the un- 

even terrain, and we found our- 
selves walking silently together. 
We came to a fork in the drive; 
the group moved left, we to the 
right. There was a cool breeze 
blowing and clouds began to 
gather in the sky, a scent of rain 
beginning to form in the air. 

We walked on silently, my By- 
ron specter and I, until we came 
upon a group of headstones with 
Chinese calligraphy on them. 
One tall memorial had a branch 
of cherry blossoms delicately 
carved in it. We stopped and stud- 
ied it. 

“It’s lovely,” I said, surprising 
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ing, the breeze 

picking up as the storm came 
closer. A group of graves with 
photographs of the occupants 
were before us. Suddenly he 
stopped, put both arms around 
me and pulled me towards him. I 
could feel his hands across my 
back near my purse. I raised my 
face to him, half closed my eyes, 
and began to arrange my lips. 

“You are so lovely. So trust- 
ing. Too trusting. I must go.” A 
brief moment of panic set in; had 
my romantic phantom turned into 
a phantom menace? He broke 
free of me and walked away, 
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leaving me relieved but per- 
plexed, standing in a pathway 
with rain beginning to fall on my 
upturned face. 

OK, that was weird. I walked 
back to the cemetery entrance 
hoping to see him, but he had 
vanished. The rest of the group 
had returned and were beginning 
to disperse, so I pulled my collar 
up and walked to my car. 

Looking into my purse for my 
keys, I realized my wallet was 
gone. Did it fall out, did I leave it 
at home? Then I remembered his 
arms around me, his hands across 
my back. “So trusting. Too trust- 
ing.” 

Nimble pick pocket/ steals my 
wallet not my heart/ Trusting too 
trusting. 

God, I hate poetry. 


Victoria Sheridan of East 
Windsor is a divorced mother of 
three children. “When I’m not 
roaming around graveyards, I 
study Spanish dance and enjoy 
baseball.” 


Easy Does It 


by Barbara Nuzzo 


s the lady of the house at 

home?” Tony always said 

that when women answered 
the phone. Made them feel 
young, buttered them up a little. 

“This is she,” the woman re- 
plied. 

“T’m with Instant Alarms,” 
Tony said. “We’re giving free se- 
curity systems when —” 

“Young man, the absolute last 
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thing I need is another gadget in 
this house, especially your bur- 
glar alarm. All that noise is posi- 
tively deafening.” 

Bingo! Tony smiled. “Okay, 
well, thanks anyway,” he said 
and hung up. 

Tony circled the address on 
the telemarketing list he’d pock- 
eted working nights with a clean- 
ing crew at a big-deal financial 
outfit sprawled along Route I. It 
covered all of Central New Jer- 
sey, and he’d zeroed in on Prince- 
ton. He pulled out his map, found 
the street, and whistled. This lady 
lived smack in the ritziest part of 
that little town, and the poor 
thing had no alarm. What luck! 

The next morning, Tony did a 
drive by, glancing at the street 
signs as he went. Wouldn’t do to 
look lost while he planned the 
job. Never risk people noticing 
you or asking questions, he re- 
minded himself, as he cruised 
through the center of town. He 
edged past the university area on 
his left. He didn’t trust all that 
ivy, made him wonder what was 
underneath. Instead, he focused 
on the stores and office buildings 
of good, old stone. That meant 
good, old money, and lots of it. 

Satisfied, Tony backtracked to 
find the house. Good thing it 
hadn’t turned out to be along 
Carnegie Lake. Those were big 
houses, but way t6o out in the 
open. He was sure the treasure 
he’d pegged a few blocks off 
Nassau Street between Snowden 
and Dodd’s Lanes would suit 
him just fine. 

Keeping his speed at exactly 
45, Tony followed Nassau Street 
back through the light at Snow- 
den, past Locust Lane and Roper 
Road. He almost missed the sign 
for Shady Brook, but caught it at 
the last second and knew Dodd’s 
Lane came next. A few more 
turns, and he’d be there. 

Tony’s eyes bulged. Ritzy 
didn’t do justice to the majestic 
two-story, brick mansion sur- 
rounded by tall trees and a match- 
ing brick wall scarcely three feet 
high. Once he’d sighted it, he 
parked a few blocks away. 


_ Dressed in running shorts and a 


T-shirt, he covered his dark hair 
with a baseball cap, slipped on a 
pair of shades and stepped from 
the car. He stretched for several 
minutes, then jogged slowly to- 
ward his target. 

When he reached the drive- 
way, he relied on his well-re- 
hearsed stumble so he could 
scope the area, 
lingering long 
enough to be 
pretty certain 
there was no 
guard dog. An- 
other lucky 
break. 

He returned 
that evening-to 
check for sen- 
sor lights and 
plan his entry. 
The house was 
dark. Had the owners gone 
away? Perhaps they just turned in 
early. Once he knew their habits, 
he'd strike. This would be one 
smooth heist. 

Over the next few days, Tony 
saw no signs of life, day or night. 
He'd parked on a different street 
each time he cased the place. No 
sense leaving an unfamiliar car 
around to arouse suspicion. He'd 
called the house from a pay 
phone at odd hours and reached 
an answering machine every 
time. By the fourth night, he'd 
convinced himself the owners 
were away. Dressed in black, he 
set out wearing latex gloves and 
carrying his tool bag. He'd 
packed a thick steak that would 
sidetrack any dog and was ready 
to make his move. When he 
hopped over the wall, silence. No 


smooth heist. 


The house was dark. Had 
the owners gone away? 
Perhaps they just turned 
in early. Once he knew 
their habits, he’d strike. 
This would be one 


lights, even out back. Nothing 
stood in his way. 

Tony headed for the door be- 
hind the garage. Wrapping a © 
towel around his hand, he 
punched the window and waited 
to make sure no one responded. 
Again, nothing. He reached in 
and twisted the lock. The knob 
turned easily. He tossed his bag 
inside and followed. Silence. No 
dog, no lights. Nothing. 

Pulling a flashlight from his ‘ 
bag, he aimed at the floor ahead. 
Couldn’t let anyone spot a bob- 
bing light, he thought, as he ap- 
proached the door that would 
lead inside. This time he used a 
credit card to trip the lock. Deep 
barking startled him when he 
opened the door. Tony grabbed 
the steak from his bag and 
waited. No dog lunged. Instead, 
the barking stopped when he 
closed the door behind him. Stu- 
pid recording, he thought, happy 
he hadn’t lost his nerve. 

Slowly, Tony made his way 
through the kitchen to a huge 
foyer leading into the living 
room. He crossed the threshold 
and played the light over walls 
filled with paintings, a baby 
grand piano in one corner, and 
rows of bookshelves on either 
side of a fireplace. No TV. No 
stereo. What was wrong with 
these people? 

Statues and knickknacks lit- 
tered the place, but what Tony 
wanted was a safe. Rich people 
always had one, maybe behind a 
stack of fake books. He started 
digging. After throwing half the 
books to the floor, he worried 
that the safe might be hidden ina 
bedroom. Was that where rich la- 
dies kept their jewelry? And 
what about cash? Maybe the safe 
was in an office somewhere. If e 
he didn’t find it soon, he’d move 
on to another room. 

When his search of the book- 
shelves failed, he checked behind 
the paintings, getting more dis- 
gusted as he worked the room. 

What good was an easy entry if 
there was nothing to steal? Tony = ¢& 
trained his flashlight on the re- 
maining two walls. One picture. 
stood out, bigger and heavier 

than the rest. He marched to it 

and pulled the corner. It swung 

open like the gates to heaven, re- 
vealing a massive safe. 

“Come to Papa,” he whis- 
pered. Flexing his fingers, Tony 
touched the dial. = 

“Hello,” a deep voice boomed 
from behind him. 

Tony 
whirled 
around. The 
flashlight 
slipped trom 
his hand and 
rolled under a | 
chair. “Who's 
there?” he 
yelled into the 
darkness. 

“Tillie and 
Edgar aren’t 
home, but 
someone will be right with you.” 

“Who's that? Where—” Tony 
gave a strangled cry as a lamp 
snapped on across the room, then 
another, and another. 

“If I knew you were coming, 
I'd have baked a cake, baked a 
cake, baked a cake,” the crack- 
ling, old voice sang. 

Within seconds, everylamp ¢« 
blazed, even the foyer chande- : 
lier. The room glowed like 
Vegas. Tony had to get out of 
there. He started running but 
slipped on a fancy rug and fell to 
his knees as the gravelly voice 
burst into another chorus. This 
Was a nightmare. What kindof =. 
crazy people lived here? 

As Tony lumbered to his feet, 
two panels slid from within the 
foyer walls, meeting in the mid- 
dle with a loud crack. He raced 
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Bertrand at the Beach 


beaten, 


chair, 


love. 


solace. 


Sun. . 


1’ Herbe.”’ 


Bemused, disconsolate, buffeted, 
bearing his beach umbrella, folding 


his blanket and his Baudelaire 
Bertrand limps along the sand 
assailed by memories of Beatrice 
who has abandoned him, scorning his 


He sulks, he scowls, he plots revenge. 


Establishing his small domain, 

his island of shade in a sea of sun, 

he settles his chair, picks up his book 
(“Les Fleurs du Mal” in paperback), 
adjusts the tinted glasses on his nose, 
surveys the scene around him, seeking 


Bodies he sees! In all directions, 
female bodies, concupiscent, bold, 
oiling their limbs beneath the gaudy 


Nearby, a lusty young one sits alert, 
resting her chin upon her hand — 
returns his stare. She is, he swears, 
the model for the haughty nude 
depicted in “Le Dejeuner sur 


heavy 


the surf — 
life! 


resist? 


sleeps. 


creeps 


across his toes, and in his dream 
miraculously, from the sparkling sea, 
Aphrodite rises, gloriously nude. 


His flesh quickens; in his imagination 
he removes her clothes. Finds her too 


for his taste, and looks away. 


Turns his attention then upon a group 
of sportive nymphs out splashing in 


Renoir’s nude “Bathers,” to the very 
Such luscious bodies, how could he 


Shall he approach them? Balding, 
middle-aged, 

a most unlikely Romeo, he fears. 
His lust subsides. (Oh Beatrice!) 


The air is heavy. His eyelids sink. He 


His mouth falls open. The sunlight 


Peck, a retired computer software engineer, 
spends his time these days in various volunteer 
activities and at his hobby, painting landscapes 
and portraits in oil. He is a member of the Sec- 
ond Sunday Poetry Group and has had several 
poems published. He lives with his wife, Eliza- 
beth, in West Windsor. 


— Ted Peck 


Conquer your crow’s feet. 


Dr. Brunner, a 4 


fellowship trained 
Facial Plastic and 
Reconstructive Sur- 
geon, will person- 
ally develop.a treat- 
ment plan to help 
you recapture your 
youthful appear- 
ance and conquer 
your crow’s feet, 
With today’s ad- 
vanced techniques, Dr. Brunner can help you achieve long lasting, 

natural results along with personal satisfaction. Her wide range of 

treatments include state-of-the art eyelid lifts, face and neck lifts, Botox, 
laser wrinkle removal, collagen, chemical peels and microdermabrasion. 


The goal is to look like you.....Only Better! 
~ In-Office Surgical Suite Available ~ 


Eugenie Brunner, MD, PA 


609-921-9497 
www.brunnermd.com 
Woodlands Professional Building, 
256 Bunn Drive, Suite 4, Princeton 


A Woman’s Touch in Facial Plastic Surgery 


Our goal is to provide the highest quality care, for both men & women, 
so you can put your best face forward. 


Fellowship trained in Facial Plastic and Reconstructive Surgery. Certified by the 
American Board of Otolaryngology. Clinical Instructor, New York University Medical Center 


for them, steel doors, locked 
tighter than Fort Knox. What was 
he going to do now? 

He stumbled to a window and 
ran his fingers along the top. Con- 
fused, he pulled back the heavy 
drapes for a better look. “No 
locks? Who has windows that 
don’t open?” he yelled, bashing 
his body full force against the 
glass. Not giving an inch, it 
bounced him back. Dazed, Tony 
glanced up toward a whirring 
sound coming from the ceiling. 
The valance over the window 
swung up, releasing a huge net. 
Before he could jump out of the 
way, it dropped over him, wrap- 


- ping him tight as a sausage. 


Tony struggled until he heard 
the sirens over the wailing voice 
that still hadn’t stopped singing. 
He looked wildly around the 
room, praying for an escape 
route. With every move, the rope 
netting gripped tighter. If only he 
could roll across the floor. There 
had to be a release switch on 
those foyer doors. 

Gathering all his strength, 
Tony propelled himself forward. 
To his rolling body, the room 
seemed longer than the Princeton 
football field. When he finally 
reached his goal, he raised both 
legs, ready to kick his way 
through the doors if he had to. 
Adrenaline pumping, he surged 
forward, striking them with a 
bone-rattling thump that burst 
them open. 

Tony caught his breath. Fi- 
nally, things were going his way 
again, he thought, until he heard 
a voice above him reciting his 
Miranda rights. Suddenly, he real- 
ized the room was swarming 
with police. One of them cuffed 
him right through the net and 
dragged him to his feet. 

“What's going on?” Tony de- 
manded. “ Was this a set up?” 

“Nope,” the cop said. “ You 
picked the wrong house to rob, 
buster. Meet Edgar Hobson, our 
genius inventor with a gadget for 
everything.” He gave the victory 
sign to an old man wearing thick 
glasses and a laboratory apron. 
“He’s a professor at Princeton, 


our current Albert Einstein.” 


The wrinkled, old man stepped 
forward. “How’d you like my 
dogs? Classier than a screeching 


alarm, don’t you think? My Tillie 
hates those. And how about that 
welcoming song? Tillie’s a great 
barker. That’s why I picked it. 
When she’s away, I spend every 
minute in my basement work- 
shop. Without that signal tied to 
the police station, I’d never even 
have known you were up here.” 

Tony gaped at the weird little 
man. He could have wrestled him 
down with his pinkie, but was no 
match for a guy with a Princeton 
brain. 

“Td show you some of my 
other creations, but it looks like 
the men in blue are in a hurry. 
They’re Princeton’s finest, you 
know,” the crazy guy rattled on. 

Head aching, body battered, 
Tony gave in to the policeman’s 
prod toward the front door. Still 
trapped within the net, he 
couldn’t escape the muscle- 
bound cops flanking him on both 
sides. Tony cursed himself for be- 
ing duped by this loony old coot. 
His plan had always worked be- 
fore, but he should have known, 
an easy way in didn’t always 
lead to an easy way out. 

Barbara Nuzzo lives in North 
Brunswick and writes mystery and 
romanee fiction. Her nonfiction 
story “Camaraderie” will appear 
in “A Cup of Comfort for Women” 
series, due out in September. 


Drama: 
Witch Obsession 


by John R. Platt 


Cast of Characters: 


Mike: a man in his late 20s, 
early 30s, not too bright, fun, 
wants his own way. Boyfriend to 
Jessica. 

Katie: a precocious young 
girl. Daughter to Jessica. 

Jessica: woman in her mid- 
30s, darkly glamorous. Mother to 
Katie. Girlfriend of Mike. 

SCENE ONE: 

A child's bedroom. Katie is 
tucked into bed, while Mike tells 
her a bedtime story, making it up 
as he goes along, 

MIKE: Boil, boil, toil and 
trouble, Fred Flintstone and 
Barney Rubble... 


KATIE: Uncle Mi-ike! 


(Katie sits up in bed and puts 
her hands on her hips.) 


MIKE: What? 

KATIE: That’s not right! 

MIKE: It’s not? 

KATIE: Du-uh! 

MIKE: Hey, don’t you du-uh 
me, young lady! You know 
you’re not too big to tickle. 


(He reaches out and attacks 
her sides where she is most sensi- 
tive.) 


Continued on following page 


For Reservations: 


800-385-4000 


www.goairporter.com 


Senior Care 
For All Seasons 
In a Five-Star hotel setting 
e Assisted Living 


e Skilled Nursing 
¢ Rehabilitation 


te ‘ 


Come in and visit our new Assisted Living, Skilled 
Nursing and Rehabilitation Community. 

Our residents have the comfort of knowing that all 
their care needs can be found at this one magnificent 
community. 

Our Assisted Living Community is just one example 
of the quality we provide. From the living quarters to 
the dining room to the beauty salon to the caliber of 
the staff, every guest feels like they are staying at a 
five-star hotel. 

We take pride in providing personal care in a setting that is 
unmatched by any community of its kind. Assisted Living to 
Skilled Nursing and Rehabilitation, you have to see it to 
really believe it. 


1660 Whitehorse-Hamilton Square Road + Hamilton, NJ 08690 — 


CareOne at Hamilton is now open 
and accepting residents! 


Call to arrange a personal tour of 
our community or for a brochure. 


CareOne at Hamilton 


oO. 


A CareOne Senior Care Community 


609-586-4600 


Visit our Web site at www.care-<« 
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Dream House 


simmer in its golden crust 
and now let him eat. Let 
the crust be flaky and tender, 


His Favorite Pie 


There is pie in the sky 
when you die, when you die 
there is pie in the sky, 


the peaches as sweet as Daddy 
can remember, or sweeter yet, 
or not, or whatever he wants. 
and tonight, in the full glare 
of a crimson-yellow sunset, 
for my dear father’s sake 


Daddy, you are haunting me. 
Because you are nowhere, 
you are everywhere: in each 


who’s gone much farther 
than I can reach or imagine, 
may that sky pie be peach 


sunset, each outrageous pun, 
these huge imaginary peaches 
burnt on my retinas like suns. 
and may his peach pie begin 
with those big yellow peaches 
where suede skins float off: 


— Penelope Schott 


“1 don’t know if I can still count as a Prince- 
ton area writer,” writes Schott from Oregon. 
“My husband is a Lucent retiree (now working 
in Beaverton, Oregon, for Accelerant Net- 
works) and I am still working for Edison State 
College in Trenton where I teach, via Internet, 
Shakespeare and Modern American Poetry. 
Also I remain a member of the Cool Women 
Poets and commute back to Princeton to par- 
ticipate in Cool Women Poetry Readings.” 


easy, where halves separate 
gladly, where (at the softest 
touch) the red-ridged flesh 


loosens cleanly and pulls 
free from its pit, and let 
the thick juice of the pie 


It may be a distant memory, or a monument 
to the possible. Using our wide selection of 
frame styles from all eras, let us help you with 
custom framing, or do it yourself to help cut 
costs. We also have a wonderful collection of 
prints and posters to create your most elegant, 
personal environment. 


I was just making a joke. Hey, 
you know, Katie knew that I was 
joking about that, too! 


JESSICA: Calling me an ‘old 
woman’ isn’t going to score you 


KATIE: No! No! Hahahahaha- 4 points tonight, Mike. 


Continued from preceding page 


Do It Yourself & Custom Framing 


frames & framers” 


mercer mall « rt. 1 & quakerbridge road 
lawrenceville, nj 08648 * (609) 452-1091 


VISA @ 


haha! 

MIKE: Had enough? 

KATIE: Y-hahah-y-haha-yes! 

MIKE: Okay now. (Pause.) 
Hey Katie, you’re sure I didn’t 
get that right? 

KATIE: Yup! 


(She looks at him with a child- 
ish expression of supreme knowl- 
edge.) 

MIKE: Okay, um ... how 
about this —- Double, double, 


boil and trouble, eating her curds 


(Laughs.) 

MIKE: Oh, Jeez! 

(Teeth chattering, he pulls him- 
self out of the water to sit next to 
Jessica on the floor.) 


No, I’m serious, Jessica. She’s 
absolutely fantastic. And you are, 
too. Happy one month anniver- 
sary. 

(He kisses her, cupping her 
breast with one hand while strug- 
gling to put down his wine glass 
with the other. Jessica pushes 


JESSICA: (Easing her feet 
into the hot tub.) Oh, sure. She’s 
a smart kid. She’d probably fig- 
ure it out if you were recycling 
your jokes with her, too. You 
know, you’re right, this water’s 
still cold. 

(She pulls her feet back out.) 

What else did she correct you 
on? 

MIKE: Oh, the water’s not 


that bad. I’m so numb now I 
can’t even feel it. Anyway, she 


and whey... him back into the water.) made sure I knew that a witch 
2 SM MIKE: Okay, litle mi eae eae cna 6 el ts Sen 
: Okay, little miss (She pours herself another think a witch turned into a black 
S Drinceton iQ =smarty-pants, why don’t you try glass of wine. Mike sits down in cat on a full moon, and she told 
~ te itches probably didn’ 
= , > aaa the water and turns away from Me WHCHES Propanly GIGh tte 
CON SICNMENT a KATIE: Uh ...(She puts her fin- her.) ally have green skin. I guess "The 
. S ger to her mouth, and scrunches JESSICA: Don’t sulk, sweetie. Wizard of Oz’ hasalottoanswer 
‘= Bou i ue up her forehead.) Double, double —_]’m glad you like Katie. for on that one. 
> Gg “ ... boys in trouble ... MIKE: She’s a good kid, Jess. Oh yeah, and there was this 
x ; . = res ( a a oe A little witch-obsessed, but other quote that she told me I was 
fi ~=don’t know it either. You'd bet- than that... wrong on, but she didn’t know 
a Our p Fr | Cc €s Ar e Low & 9 ter be careful. If the witches hear JESSICA: Witch obsessed? how it was supposed to go. You 
bi Our Clo thes Are Coo] ee you say that they'll come and eat know, the one that goes “Boil, 
= : > — ps : “= boil, toil and trouble...” 
1378 Route 206, Village Shopper Skillman, Nj 08558 s Neen! h 7 JESSICA: The one from 
BS 609-924-2288 - Hours: M MIKE: What do you mean She wanted a story “Macbeth,” itches’ 
s -S24- : Mon-Sat 10-6; Thurs until 8; Sun 1-4 f@y ,, MIKE: y acbeth, ’ the Three Witches? 
Se nu-uh”? about a witch before MIKE: Yeah, I gues 
< DONNA KARAN + LOUIS FERAUD + MOND] > QUE Eee h i cc. A Eee : 
! she went to sleep. I (Shivers. 
tle girl ; 
girls. They only eat boys. 
MIKE: Oh really? And who had to make one up. _ JESSICA: Actually, it goes 
told you that? She kept correcting we ten: Se 
KATIE: Mommy told me! i ; ouble, double toil and 
MIKE: Mommy? everything I said. Is trouble; Fire burn and cauldron 
KAR. Monty. that funny or what? bubble.” 
MIKE: I see. So tell me — if abilities ieaiie is se (There is a sudden mechanical 
W OC W | Mommy knows all the answers thunk, and a warm hum starts to 
then why am I the one telling Really? come from the tub as it jumps to 
N O M @) re B ottl a S | you a bedtime story while she’s MIKE: Yeah, she wanted a life.) 
es downstairs watching TV? story about a witch before she MIKE: Hey, this thing’s fi- 
Blackout. went to sleep. I didn’t know any, nally kicking in! You coming in 
wae pe eee ' 
rything I said. : ’ 
SCENE TWO: Is that funny or what? think Haber piven beng ‘ 
A moonlit porch area, hot tub th his rerbattikhn el : ne leks (The water starts to bubble ’ 
‘ , * ’ ce. 1S 
Same great taste & quality ved es nae Se ad that ali that unueual? faster and faster, and steam fills 
*Nomore big bottlestostore} jessica x MIKE: Mmm... No, but... you “00m. Mike began to scream.) 
CA enters, carrying a know, I'd have figured some- Blackout. 
¢ Unlimited supply of water long white candle. “UNCLE” thing like Barbie or horses for a *** 
ad aficcan MIKE follows, and eases himself _|ittle girl. Not witches. Too ... un- 
* Advanced filtration systems | into the hot tub. real. if ‘ SCENE THREE: 
L , if you ask me. : 
are serviced regularly MIKE: Whoa! Maybe I should : JESSICA: I didn’t know you Both the hot tub and the bed- 
have waited a bit longer to getin | were so narrow minded, Mike. room sets are visible. Jessica 
, here! The water’s still cold! There are real witches, after all. stands alone by the hot tub, ‘ 
Free 2 Week Trial Offer JESSICA: (Passing him a MIKE: Oh, yeah, I know that. _—_ which is still steaming. Mike is 
glass of wine.) Shhh. You’ ll I dated a girl in college who said = nowhere to be seen. Katie stirs as 
paper tng bs she was a witch. Always talking Aer mother calls her. 
: Nah, don’t worry. about positive karma or some- JESSICA: C’ 
SMART WATER She’s fast asleep. You know, thing like that. What did she say sweetie. Time! jet ae 
a ea Water Filter Systems | ‘at's one heck of a kid you've her religion was ... Wicker? : "at 
got there, Jessica. She’s really JESSICA: Those are Wiccans, John R. Platt is the business 
LN LP 
adorable — almost as adorable as __ silly. IEEE, a laree ty director for « 
Call today! her old woman. (She gives him a playful tion. A Plaeh hcl arte A 
eye ; lainfield resident, h. 
Jessica k ——.. is 
800-287-0099 ( ica kisses Mike briefly be- shove.) first book, “Die Laughing,” will 
www.smartwatercooler.com 5, ach sate rsp tat eh MIKE: I know that. be published this summer. 
; (He shoves her back.) 
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Serve... 
. Protect... 
and Love 


by Patricia Marinelli 


professional photogra- 
pher who works with 
male cover models sounds 


exciting, but when you’ ve been 
doing it for seven years, it’s just 
a job, filled with endless interrup- 
tions and the annoyance of time 
consuming retakes. I hung up the 
phone with my agent and 1 my 
head thumped. 
“Mommy, Mommy, I’m 
home!” I glanced at my watch 
. and realized the exuberant voice 
of my six-year-old daughter 
came ten minutes past her normal 
arrival time. Time to repeat my 
“dawdling makes Mommy worry 
routine,” I thought, as J hurried 
into the hallway to greet her. 
“Hi, Katie.” I hunkered down 
to give her a hug. “* What did 
a4 Mommy say about coming 
straight home? Why don’t you 
go change your clothes while I 
finish taking these pictures? I'll 
take a break, and we’|l talk about 
= 

“But, Mommy, don’t you 
want to meet my new Daddy?” 
Katie asked. 

The headache increased. Ka- 
tie’s father had walked out of our 
lives before she was born. I knew 
my child longed for what other 
kids took for granted, but she car- 
ried this father thing a little too 
far. 

“Honey, I told you when you 
brought home the mailman and 
the crossing guard you couldn’t 
* keep them.” I turned and looked 
up. A uniformed police officer 
stood in the doorway. “‘ We also 
had a long talk about strangers,” 
I added, looking for the smile I 
expected to find on the officer’s 
face. His stony gaze caught me 
off guard. 

“But, he’s the one. I just know 
it.” Katie squeezed me tight and 
whispered, “Oh, please, 
Mommy. he’s the one.” 

“Pleeaase, Katie! Go upstairs 
and change clothes.” I stood. My 
daughter’s Daddy candidate still 
didn’t smile. “I’m sorry, Officer, 
but my daughter—” 

“Officer MacMurphy, Ma’am. 
~ Your daughter told me some in- 

teresting things about her life- 
style. It seems you couldn’t meet 
her at school 


Romantic Attractions 


Before I could answer, my 
eight-month-old nephew let out a 
wail. My sister had dropped him 
off to nap while she drove her 
husband to the airport. 

“Mom, I can’t find my jeans.” 
Katie shouted from upstairs at 
the same moment. 

“I'm really busy. This is a bad 
time,” I said, picking up my 
nephew from the playpen. ‘“Ka- 
tie, your jeans are on my bed,” | 
called out. “Really, Officer,” | 
said, turning back toward the 
front door, “could you come 
back later?” 

‘““Ma’am, I have a few ques- 
tions. I need to find out what 
kind of environment your daugh- 
ter is living in here. I think you 
had better make the time.” 

My environment...Insanity!... 

Katie let the dog escape from 
my bedroom. He tore down the 
stairway barking at the sound of 
a car in the driveway. My sister, 
Julie, had arrived to pick up her 
baby. 

“Beth, who’s the cop? An- 
other photo shoot?” Julie asked, 
as she walked in the front door. 
She took her wet, hungry son 
from my arms, and glanced back 
at MacMurphy. “He’s cute.” She 
disappeared toward the kitchen 
with the baby. 

I grabbed the dog. “Buffy, be- 
have.” Eric came out, asking 
again when we could finish the 
photos. My head started to spin. 
The headache I’d been trying to 
fight off all afternoon attacked 
with a vengeance. I looked at my 
watch. Katie had been home ex- 
actly seven minutes. 

““Ma’am? I need some ques- 
tions answered.” 

“‘Answer questions? Don’t 
you want to take me downtown” 
I laughed and offered both 
wrists. “I’m all yours.” Things 
couldn’t get much worse. 

‘The officer put two fingers in 
his mouth and gave a shrill whis- 
tle. ‘““Let’s quiet down. Eric, how 
old are you?” 

“Seventeen,” replied Eric. 

I was wrong. They just got 
worse. 

“Eric, I think you’d better get 
dressed. Katie, please come 
down here,” instructed MacMur- 
phy. 

Katie slid down the banister 

and landed at 


“T couldn’t F didn’t even 
meet Katie at ‘Aunt Julie Says Mom flinch, but took 
school today, | needs a man to take her her hand and 

® because we away from all this, and knelt beside her. 
live three 7 “Think you can 


houses away 
from the cor- 


then she wouldn’t have 
to paint pictures of na 


settle down so I 
can talk to your 


Julie came out of the kitchen 
with her arm around Eric, who 
had changed clothes and carried 
a huge sandwich and a quart of 
orange juice. “I promised Mom 
I’d drop little brother off at prac- 
tice. Beth, if you need Eric to 
pose again, call and leave a mes- 
sage on Mom’s machine.” 

“This guy’s your brother?” 
asked MacMurphy. 

“Yes.” [rubbed my throbbing 
head. I wasn’t sure if 1 was mak- 
ing any points with the cop. I 


didn’t know if I’d make my dead- 


line. “Officer, would you like a 
glass of iced tea? I really need a 
couple of aspirin.” 

Katie, Buffy, and Officer 
MacMurphy followed me into 
the kitchen where I put out iced 
tea, cookies, and milk. 

I washed down some aspirin. 
While praying for my headache 
to abate, | watched Officer 


MacMurphy take in the surround- 


ings. Katie chattered continu- 
ously. I admired his patience 
with her questions. By the time 
Katie finished her milk and cook- 
ies, the pounding in my head had 
subsided to a tolerable thump. 

Promising not to let Officer 
MacMurphy leave, I sent Katie 
upstairs to do her homework and 
Buffy out to roam the backyard. 

“Officer, I can handle your 
questions now. What would you 
like to know?” 

“Just what is it you do for a 
living?” he asked. 

“I’m an artist. I work at home 
so I can be here for my daugh- 
ter.” He looked doubtful. “I do 
book covers and illustrations, any 
other freelance art work. Eric 
earns college tuition, and I don’t 
have to call the high-priced 
model who posed for the facial 
shot to come back for extra pic- 
tures. I’m using my brother’s 
body for art on a book cover I’m 
doing. Let me show you.” 


Mercer 


I led him out to the front room 
of my old Victorian house. “My 
studio,” I said, waving my hand. 

I watched him glance at the 
pictures on the walls. He stared 
at the illustrations, children’s 
books, fantasies, then his gaze 
found the romantic scenes for 
book covers. He turned to me. 
“They aren’t really naked!” said 
MacMurphy, smiling. 

“No, it’s just a phrase my 
daughter picked up from her fa- 
vorite aunt.” 


He looked at his watch. “‘ Well, 


I'll say good-bye to Katie, but I 
think I'll stop by a couple of 
times to see how she’s doing.” 
He winked. 


kkk 


Officer MacMurphy showed 
up and chatted with my daughter 
four times over the next week 
and a half. Katie loved his visits, 
and I had to admit it was nice to 
have a man showing up once in a 
while. Things were pretty desper- 
ate though, I thought, if I waited 
for a visit from a cop who had 
the power to turn my daughter 
over to Family Services. Some- 
how I figured if he planned to do 
that, he would have done it al- 
ready. 

I tried to keep to my normal 
routine, but Officer MacMurphy 
seemed to distract me from the 
job at hand each time he arrived. 
My sister Julie teased me about 
the changes in my appearance. I 
actually wore make-up, and 
didn’t live in sweats all the time. 
One time I’d actually gotten up 
the nerve to invite him for din- 
ner, but he said he was on duty 
and couldn’t stay. 


*** 


“Mommy, why doesn’t Offi- 
cer MacMurphy come visit me 
anymore?” asked Katie one Sat- 
urday afternoon. 


Corporate 


We hadn’t had a visit in over a 
week. Though grateful my life 
was no longer under scrutiny, I 
must admit I missed him too. “I 
guess he has other things to do.” 

“Mommy!” She pouted. 
“He’s the one. I really wanted 
him to like us.” 

“I know,” I said. Maybe we 
did need a man in our life. Katie 
went next door to play, while I 
worked on household chores. 

A short time later, | was lug- 
ging a basket of clothes up from 
the basement when the doorbell 
rang. I set the basket down and 
crouched to hold a barking Buffy 
by the collar. Long legged jeans 
appeared through the screen 
door. I followed them upward 
through the cut-off sweatshirt to 
the aviator glasses. 

“Yes, can] help you?” | asked. 

“Is Katie here?” He turned 
and slipped off the sunglasses. 

Scintillating dark eyes peered 
over high cheek bones. I could 
spend hours painting his face. 
“No, Officer MacMurphy, she’s 
playing with a friend.” 

“Tt’s Sean. Ah...would you 
mind if I came in and waited?” 
He seemed nervous. I opened the 
door. “I’m off duty now. Katie 
told me she likes cats. Since my 
brother’s cat had kittens, I 
thought she might like to go see 
them. That is, if you don’t mind 
adding a kitten to your...” 

“Chaos, Sean, chaos is the 
word you’re looking for.” 

“But, it’s such a warm chaos. 
Even when your life is crazy you 
have a sense of humor about it. I 
learned that when I stopped to 
see you...ah, I mean Katie.” 

“Really!” He seemed kindof # 
shy. “Are you here now to see 
Katie or me?” 

He blushed. 


Patricia A. Marinelli, a Wood- 
bridge resident, transitioned to a 
full-time career as a fiction writer 
after working in a law office. She 
teaches commercial fiction at 
Brookdale and Middlesex commu- 
nity colleges. 
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filled in.” 

“Oh, I didn’t know. . 

“Hey, Beth,” Eric’s aly 
voice called, “are we going to 
finish or what?” 
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wasn’t my day. 

The cop’s eyebrows shot up. 
“Your daughter also told me you 
take pictures of naked men.” 

“Eric, I’ll be in shortly. Offi- 
cer, my daughter is precocious, 
has a very active imagination 
_and, in her enthusiasm, tends to 
exaggerate things.” 

“Did my active imagination 
just dream up that guy?” asked 
Officer MacMurphy. 


wide-eyed, Katie whispered, 

“you won’t leave, will you?” 
“Tl be here for a little while.” 
I sat on the bottom step, my 

head in my hands. I heard him 


Katie. “ Aunt Julie says Mom 
needs a man to take her away 
from all this, and then she 
wouldn’t have to paint pictures 
of naked men for a living.” 

“Katie!” I'll never get myself 
out of this mess. I looked up to 
see Katie’s lip quivering. I gave 
her a hug. 

“Well, Aunt Julie said it!” 

I glanced at the officer, Was 
that a smile? 
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What Do You 
Want from Me? 


by John Symons 


nd that one, Mario — 
what is your opinion of 
her? Where does she fit 


into your vast experience?” Pas- 
cual motioned with his head to- 
ward a table near the windows. 

Mario stopped his work to 
look; the circle of dough he was 
turning came to rest over his 
knuckles; past the glare of lights, 
he could make out the diners in 
semi-darkness. 

The girl was seated in a party 
of four, with her back to the 
counter; her hair looked auburn 
in the dim light; at any rate, he 
wanted it to be auburn; she had 
nice shoulders; when she turned 
to her companions, her expres- 
sion was confident and intense; 
when they spoke to her, she in- 
clined her head attentively. 

Mario’s gaze then rose to the 
wall above the girl’s head, where 
an amateur had covered the sur- 
face with a crude painting of Ve- 
suvio in full eruption; between 
the volcano and the cafe the artist 
had placed an image of St. An- 
thony the Abbot, his arm raised 
fearlessly against a flow of lava. 

Standing between the counter 
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and the ovens, Mario and Pascual 
commanded a view of the whole 
premises of Cafe Infante, with 
the exception of the kitchen. 
Mario glanced again toward the 
girl and then searched the crowd 
for something more. The wait- 
resses and the busboys came and 
went, and Luz the hostess took 
down the names of those who 
would have to wait. Infante him- 
self stood at the end of the 
counter, keeping an eye on things. 

At length the girl stood and 
smoothed down her top. 

Pascual said: “What do you 
say now, Mario? Does she fall 
within your range of experience? 
Or is she really too good for this 
world?” 

‘She’s a woman,” Mario said. 

Pascual said: “She’s like your 
waitress, I think.” 

“T’m not interested in any wait- 
ress,” Mario said. 

“T mean Dawn. If you’re not 
interested you’d better tell her. 
And anyway, who are you kid- 
ding? And now, when this girl 
comes closer will we still like 
her? It’s easy to get fooled by the 
light. Nothing is ever what it 
seems. Besides, I saw her look- 
ing at you.” 

“Who?” 

“Dawn. That’s who I’m talk- 
ing about.” 

Mario smiled. “You make too 
much of this, Pascual. I’m ona 
stage here; I perform; I’m the 
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principal pizza-maker — piz- 
zaiolo, Infante says. Naturally 
there are some who look at me.” 

“When I see your wife I’ Il tell 
her: Don’t worry, it’s only natu- 
ral.” Pascual was laughing then, 
but Mario said sharply: “This is 
not the place to talk about any of 
that.” 

Meanwhile, the girl and two 
others in her party now made 
their way through the crowd to 
the door; the fourth, the elder 
male, came to the register. 


When you get to 
know then, it’s as if 
every woman you 
meet is only a part; 
no, not a part; | don’t 
know how to say it. 
There’s lots of 
women, as you know, 
but there’s just one 
Woman overall. 


Infante’s nephew rang up the 
sale; the man then turned and 
spoke to Infante in Italian. He 
said it was good to be out with 
the young; you could always 
learn something; it was never too 
late to learn something new. 
Then Infante said that he strove 
to provide a youthful environ- 
ment — un ambiente giovanile e 
stimolante — for all his guests, 
whatever their age. Then the man 
patted his belly playfully. They 
began laughing warmly together, 
and Infante, speaking in English, 
said, ‘““ Nobody here goes away 
empty, I assure you, my friend.” 

They worked for some min- 
utes in silence, until Mario, who 
had been thinking the whole 


— time, said: “The trouble with 


you, Pascual, is you don’t under- 
stand about women. That’s why 
you don’t get it about Dawn.” 

“T understand you’d better be 
careful, despite what you say you 
know about women.” 

““When you get to know them, 
Pascual, it’s as if every woman 
you meet is only a part; no, not a 
part; I don’t know how to say it. 
There’s lots of women, as you 
know, but there’s really just one 
Woman overall. Did you ever 
think that? When all is said and 
done, it’s as if they’re really all 
the same. You know one and you 
know them all. Do you see my 
point?” 

Pascual put down his dough 
ball and looked closely at Mario. 
“Do I see what you mean? Do 
you want me to give you an hon- 
est answer? The answer is no. 
Plus I think you’re a little loose 
up here. In fact I think your feet 
are no longer touching the 
ground. You’re like a balloon 
somebody let go of.” 

“You didn’t listen to what I 
said.” 
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“T listened, Mario. 
What in particular 
did I fail to hear?” 


The Living Past 


“T just said —” 

“TI know what you 
just said. I was stand- 
ing right here. I 
heard everything. 
There is no One Big 
Woman. Where can 
you find her? If 
you’re not careful, 
one little woman Is 
going to change your 
whole theory.” 

Mario shrugged: 
‘““What’s the use?” 
He refused for sev- 
eral minutes to look 
at his friend. 

As soon as Mario 
was ready to resume 
their sport, Pascual 
changed his ap- 
proach; he took up a 
mound of dough and 
said: “‘ Now look. 
One of them you 
meet has skin like 
pastry; do you see? 
Like this. Another 
has eyes like black 
olives.” He reached 
for the trays under 
the counter top. 

“Olives. See?” 

Then Mario said: 


Living things die 
but the dead past 
lives on burnished 
in men’s memory 
we call history 


Belfast to Beijing 
Kashmir to Kosovo 

Sri Lanka to Sarajevo 
Open sores 

of words long dead 
and deeds we dread 
feed poisons unseen 

a virus in our being 

the living past 

keeps killing the living. 


— Shanti S. Tangri 


Tangri was born in 1928 in Rawal- 
pindi, then in India, now in Pakistan. He 
received a degree in physics and chem- 
istry in 1947, an M.A. in economics in 
1949, anda Ph.D. in economics in 1961. 
After teaching at a number of universt- 
ties, he retired from Rutgers in 1998. He 
has written, directed, and produced 
plays in Hindi and Punjabi. 


‘Another has lips ° 
like anchovies.” 

And Pascual said: “Right. Or 
hair like bean sprouts.” 

Mario: “Or cheeks like pepper- 
oni.” 

Pascual: “Or ears like sliced 
mushrooms.” 

And so they continued until 
they had constructed a complete 
anatomy. 

“Actually, it’s like this,” Pas- 
cual said, dipping his hand into a 
bowl of mushrooms. He let the 
mushrooms slide from his fingers. 

“It’s like what?” said Mario, 
warily. 

“Like this.” Pascual lifted up 
another handful and let them fall 
from his fingers. 

“T don’t get it.” 

“That’s right,” said Pascual. 
“You don’t. What can I say? 
Things come and go. That’s why 
all the others are out there scoff- 
ing things up.” Then an hour 
passed uneventfully. Mario was 
inspecting a pie in the oven, turn- 
ing it counterclockwise and lift- 
ing the edge deftly as he went; 
once or twice he pinched the top- 
ping; afterward, he let the door 
snap shut. 

At his back he heard Pascual 
laughing — ominously, to him- 
self. 

Mario thought: Not another 
Theory of Toppings. 

But Pascual had set down his 
tools, and there was a feeling of 
tension, as of something set to ex- 
plode. 

“You do know ’ma 
prophet,” Pascual said; and then: 
“Someone to see you..” 

“Mario!” her voice came to 
him hushed but with the force of 
a scorching wind, 

“How bad is this going to 
be?” he whispered to Pascal. 

She was up on her toes, stretch- 
ing her bare legs; her bare arms 
were folded before her on the 
high glass partition; her face was 
full of intent. 

“Mario!” she said again. “I 
came especially to see you, and 
actually for no other reason at all. 
So are you glad to see me? Both 
of you?” 

“We're glad,” said Mario. 

And Pascual said: “ We're de- 
lighted.” 

Then Mario said: “ But how 
can you be here? Your shift 
ended hours ago. And you have 
your daughter to look after.” 

“No, not tonight I don’t. I left 
her with my mother. She knows 
more about all that than I do any- 


way. Tonight I’m free.” Then 
she pressed herself against the 
glass as before and made herself 
taller. 

“What do you think?” said 
Mario under his breath. 

“Not good,” said Pascual; 
“Jet’s just make a lot of pies and 
see what happens.” 

Then Pascual, seeing that con- 
versation would be difficult be- 
tween them, said: “How is your 
little one?” 

And Dawn said: “She longs to 
see Mario;” she was looking at 
Pascual but speaking to the other. 
“T told her everything about him. 
She said, ‘Mommy, when can I 
see Mario?’ Don’t you think 
that’s cute?” 

Then Mario threw a wad of 
dough at the counter, and 
punched it, and stretched it, and 
patted it down in a bed of corn 
flour; he dribbled sauce on it and 
put on the toppings. 

“And how old is she now?” 
Pascual said. 

“Six,” said Dawn, through 
Pascual to Mario. 

“Is she getting ready for 
school?” 

“Oh, she loves school. She’s a 
very smart girl. She knows what 
she wants and she goes right af- 
ter it. She’s just like her mother.” 
Mario shoved the pie abruptly 
into the oven and withdrew the 
wooden peel. 

“How old are your children, 
Mario?” 

“Old enough,” he said. “ Actu- 
ally, I forget.” 

“Mario! how could you forget 
something like that? And why 
don’t you look at me when you 
talk? I wore this specially for 
you. I came back specially for 
you. Are you surprised?” Aren't 
you happy I did?” 

“I’m always happy to see 
you.” 

“Then why are you looking 
everywhere but at me? Don’t you 
like the way I look?” 

“Of course I do. You look 
very attractive. But I’m busy 
right at this moment. Now what 
happened to Pascual. Did you do 
something to him?” 

“You don’t need Pascual to do 
what you're doing. Please look at 
me, Mario.” 

“Okay, I’m looking at you 
right now. And I see what I saw 
before, only now I see it again. 
What will everybody think if I 
keep looking at you?” 

“Tell me what you imagine, 


ut 
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Mario. I don’t care about the oth- 


ers. 

Mario put another pie in the 
oven and tried to keep himself 
from hearing. 

“Tell me again that you’re 
glad to see me. You didn’t Say a 
thing about my hair. It’s blonde 
now, did you notice? It suits me 
a lot better, don’t you think? ah s 
quite a big change. Actually it’s 
nothing. When I was younger 
you wouldn't have wanted me 
hanging around. I used to wear 
-my hair short and spiky. | dyed it 
pink, even. But that was then. 
I’ve grown up now. I’ve ma- 
tured.” 

Then Mario said, ‘* Who 
hasn’t? I tried to avoid it but it 
happened anyway.” 

Then Pascual returned: he 
said: “I just noticed you changed 
your hair. I like it like that — the 
color of corn flour.” 

Hours passed in just this way, 
and at last evening came to a 
close; but Mario’s waitress had 
not gone. 

She was standing now with 
her hands on her hips. Pascual 
was by the door preparing to 


~ leave. Mario was still behind the 


counter. Dawn went over to 
stand beside Infante, as if she ex- 
pected him to take her part in the 
confrontation yet to come. Mario 
at last came from behind the 
counter and prepared to go. 

Dawn said: “Mario! Don’t 
you remember that I came for 
you! Why else would I still be 
here?” 


And Mario said: “I have to go. 


I have a wife. I have two daugh- 
ters.” “Go to them,” she said, 
flinging out her blonde locks to 
one side and turning her face to 
the other. 

“What’s this all about now?” 
Infante said, looking up from his 
receipts. 


Mario kept silent. 
Dawn said: “Tell him, Mario, 

What it’s about.” 
And Mario said: “ 

I know myself.” 
And Dawn said: “You 

shouldn’t hire such a mean per- 

son. He has no heart. He’s mean, 
and he has no heart in his chest.” 
Then for several minutes they 
stood in silence. 
“You'd better go,” Infante 

said at last. “There’s no one here 

who can help you.” 

Then Pascual said: “Time to 
go” and let himself out. 

And Dawn continued: “It’s 
not supposed to be like this.” 

And Mario replied: “No? 

Then how’s it supposed to be?” 
“You're so ignorant, Mario.” 
‘IT don’t want to hear it,” 

Mario said. He threw up his 

hands; then he looked intensely 
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And Mario said: “ 
have to go. | have a 
wife. | have two 
daughters.” “Go to 
them,” she said, fling- 
ing out her blonde 
locks to one side and 
turning her face to the 
other. 


I don’t think 


RGR SEE Se eS 
at the floor; then he looked at 
Dawn again. “Well?” “Well 
what? What was that all about?” 

“What I said.” 

“Good, then. Go home! Or bet- 
ter yet, go scrub the ovens!” 

When Mario reached the out- 
side he found it warm and humid 
and the air filled with the noise 
of insects. 

He had begun to walk away to- 
ward his car, when he heard the 


door open behind him. 

She whispered some- 
thing. He turned and she 
came slowly toward him, ap- 
pealing to him; she raised 
her arms. “Don’t be mean 
to me, Mario. Is it my 
fault?” 

“T don’t know.” 

‘““No one needs to know, 
Mario. 

“Everybody already 
knows.” 

“Then what can we 
lose?” 

“Everything.” 

“Mario, Mario. You 
don’t understand. I know 
you don’t. You think it’s 
only romance. But it’s not 
what everybody thinks. It’s 
so much more. There’s so 


The Weaver 


Like a phantom spider 
The mind weaves a skein 
Clever net to catch 
Realities we dream 


We cast the net 

Upon the evening sky 

Full of images in flight 
Linnet moths seeking light 


The net shimmer 


In the moon’s rays 
A sign of something 


Trapped in tethered stays 


We pull thé net in 

To see what we have 
caught 

Entangled in the thread 
A new creative thought 


Shall we wrap this dream 
To feast a later time 

Or set it free 

And let it climb 


— Louis Francis Slee 


Slee is a member of the Dela- 
ware Valley Poets, a former jour- 
nalist and public relations execu- 
tive. His daughter is a novelist liv- 
ing in Princeton. 


much [| want, Mario. Just 
think. I long for so many 
things. 

“It’s not like you’re famous, 
or going to be famous. but when 
I saw you behind the counter, 
with tomato sauce all over you, 
and your strong arms kneading, 
and your eyes looking at me, 
well, then. . . you see what I 
mean, Mario. I think you do, 
don’t you? 

‘A girl always has to have a 


reason to love a man; you should 


be grateful for our love, whatever 
the reason for it. 

“On my heart and on my lips, 
Mario. 

“Just an appetizer for now,” 
she said, drawing closer. ‘“‘No 
one can see us. No one will 
know.” 

When he reached home, Mario 
slipped noiselessly into bed be- 
side his wife; she stirred and then 
thrust herself backward toward 
him until his body entirely en- 
folded her own. After the excite- 
ment of the evening he thought it 
possible he should scorn so per- 


functory an act of submission, 
but he let the thought go for the 
time being. He was safe now, 
pressed against his wife’s hip. 
Nothing bad would happen. To- 
morrow everything would look 
better. 

After a while, he rolled over 
on his back. His wife lay still. He 
listened to her breathing. How lit- 
tle reason she had to mistrust 
him. He thought of getting up 
again to forage in the kitchen, but 
his mind had grown weary with 
thinking, and at length his wife’s 
breathing lulled him from his 
worries and rewarded him with 
luxuriant sleep. 


~ 


John Symons is a writer cur- 
rently working on a novel, and a 
member of the U.S. 1 delivery 
team. He has worked as a journal- 
ist, freelance writer, and transla- 

r. “This is my first story about the 
food industry,” he says. “Unfortu- 
nately, I found myself captivated 
by the gentle tale of love unfolding 
and quite forgot about good health 
and nutrition.” 


Fiction Excerpt 


by Andrea Rella 


little lopsided. Her right 
foot falls harder on the 
pavement as she walks 


into the office on College Road 
East. Her head lists to the right as 
she sits down to type. 

A morning ray of sunshine 
breaks from the east window. A 
sweet smile. Thank goodness. 

_A small chuckle escapes from 
her as she remembers last night. 
It started out, innocently enough, 
to feed her hunger and his. 
Pierogies? 

“Sure, they’re good, but we 
need some meat,” he said. 
Across the phone line, she nod- 
ded her head. He said Kielbasa 
and her hunt began through the 
aisles of Wegmans. 

So she began gathering the in- 
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Just in time for millions of aging baby 
boomers, the FDA has approved the use of 
Botox for cosmetic procedures. While Botox 
-1s news to many people, it has long been used 
in clinical trials, for medical procedures and, 
rumor has it, by a great number of 
Hollywood stars who wanted to retain a 
smooth, worry-free face. 

While Botox has only recently beén 
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tion. For example, when patients have come 
to us suffering from eye spasms as a conse- 
quence of a neurological disorder, we have 
been able to use Botox to control or stop the 
spasms. This brings relief and greatly 
enhances the patients appearance and self- 
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confidence.” 

“What makes Botox so useful for cosmet- 
ic applications,” says R. David Reynolds, 
M.D., another Princeton Eye Group ophthal- 
mologist and the Group’s Medical Director 
of Services for Eyelid Plastic Surgery, “is the 
fact that we can apply it accurately so it 
works on only a specified muscle group. In 
effect, Botox cosmetic treatments work by 
relaxing the muscles that cause wrinkles 
which allows the ones that smooth the face to _ 
work unopposed.” 

The Botox phenomenon is exploding 
around the country, and costs are very rea- 
sonable. Yet it is important that the treat- 
ments be performed by an experienced 
physician. When administered by such a doc- 
tor, risks are minimal and success — namely 
the reduction of facial wrinkles and frown 
lines — is nearly guaranteed. 

Botox treatments last for four to six months. 

For more information or to make an 
appointment for a free consultation, contact 
Dr. Reynolds at The Princeton Eye Group at 
609-924-9200. 
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gredients, picking out sausage 
links here and caraway seeds 
there until the recipe was com- 
plete. She knew he would be 
overwhelmed when she walked 
in, bags in hand, ready to cook in 
his Princeton Avenue kitchen. It 
would be awkward for him, hav- 
ing to trust her in his space, 
blending their habits. But al- 
though the show was theatrical, 
the actions were straightforward. 
Chop, saute, boil, bake. It was 
hard for her to convey the sim- 
plicity to him. What she had 
planned and thought out for 
hours was already simple to her. 
As with a good meal, there’s 
preparation and there’s cooking. 
She was ready to light the fire; he 
was still organizing the ingredi- 
ents. 

Smells drifted around them of 
chopped onions and air-borne 
spice. Their senses heightened 
with stomachs rumbling and 
mouths watering. She could still 
smell the onions on her fingertips 
as she typed. Scents lingering in 
time, over dusk and dawn. 


Andrea Rella grew up in East 
Brunswick and spent the 10 years 


after high school living in Boston, 
Toronto, and Luxembourg. “Two 
years ago I transferred to the 
Princeton office with my company, 
State Street Corporation,” she 
says. “In the past year I bought a 
home and am a happy member of 
the Princeton community.” 


That Damned 
Sun! 


by Ray Spatola 


on was jogging his famil- 

iar circuit around the Mer- 

cer County Park, basking 
in the afterglow of a hot date. His 
Triathlete training schedule took 
him down farm roads that skirted 
large wooded areas. Ten miles of 
it, Monday, Wednesday, and Fri- 
day, with cross training on the 
weekends. Lots of swimming, 
biking, and weight training. The 
training has become a religion 
that demands all your concentra- 
tion. 

But he was a buff guy who 
liked the ladies and the ladies 
liked him. But the training sched- 
ule and working full time left lit- 
tle time for dating. Therefore, he 
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couldn’t maintain a full relation- 
ship with a woman. Something 
was going to have to give. He 
was 28 years old, at the peak of 
his endurance, and a shot at win- 
ning his first Triathlete event. 
That has been his quest, vain 
bragging rights to be able to say 
to people, men and women, “I 
won the National Invitational 
Ironman contest!” 

Peggy, the woman he saw Sun- 
day, was a synchronized swim- 
mer going into her senior year of 
college. He met her while they 
both were doing endless laps in 
the pool at the “ Y”. He watched 
her from afar at first. At the end 
of her session, she would hyper- 
ventilate and submerge to swim 
underwater across the pool as far 
as she could go on one breath. 
Every session, she would get a lit- 
tle further across the pool as she 
built up her endurance. One day, 
he was swimming in his lane, do- 
ing a fast freestyle, with his arms 
digging deep in the water for 
speed. His hand came down on 
her head, as she had drifted into 
his lane. 

He stopped and stood up as 
she sputtered to the surface. He 
removed his goggles and saw 
that her goggles where fogged as 
she took them off. “I am sorry” 
he said, “I didn’t see you.” 

She smiled and said, “No, it is 
my fault, these stupid goggles 
fog up on me and I can hardly 
see to stay in lane when I’m un- 
derwater. I’m trying to swim the 
whole length of the pool under- 
water as training for my synchro 
team. I’ve seen you in here be- 
fore doing laps, what are you 
training for?” she asked. 

“Tm a Triathlete getting ready 
for the National Invitational Iron- 
man competition. I’m Ron, by 
the way, what’s your name?’’ he 
asked. “It’s Peggy, and I know 
you guys have to really build up 
your endurance to peak right be- 
fore a meet, right?” she retorted. 
“That’s the plan, and the best 
way to do that is have mini-com- 
petitions with other Triathletes, 
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but I’m the only one in this 
area.” he said. 

“Well, if we see each other at 
the pool, maybe we could do laps 
together or have races,” she of- 
fered as she climbed out the pool. 
“That’s a good idea. It beats prac- 
ticing alone,” he said with a 
Cheshire smile. He watched her 
walk away after the customary 
pulling of her maillot bathing 
suit back down over her lovely 
rear end. She shook out her blond 
tinged dark hair that was down to 
her neck. Her leg and arm mus- 
cles were obviously toned, as 
was her trim waist. 

After not seeing her at the pool 
for a week, they bumped into 
each other on the way in. They 
agreed to meet after an hour of in- 
dividual training to have a couple 
of races at the eight-laned Olym- 
pic-sized pool. They raced over 
and over after rests in between 
and he won most of them but 
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He asked her for her 
phone'number but she 
declined — she was 
staying with a friend 
for the summer, she 
said. 
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sometimes she won and that was 
fun. During the rest periods they 
would chat, and they started to 
kid each other and laugh. They 
chatted after they were spent, and 
he asked her if the next time she 
would show him her synchro rou- 
tine, she blushed and agreed. He 
asked her for her phone number 
but she declined — she was stay- 
ing with a friend for the summer, 


~ she said. 


The next time they met they 
duplicated their routine. Laugh- 
ing and joking all the way 
through their breathless workout. 
He asked her about her synchro 
routine and she said she needed a 
deeper pool than this to do it. He 
said, “I’m house sitting my par- 
ent’s house while they are away 
on vacation, and they have a big 
pool with a diving area in it. 
Would you meet me there for a 
private demo with no hanky- 
panky?” She looked quizzically 
and said, ““‘Hmmmm! How con- 
venient! That sounds dangerous, 
is it too soon to trust you, Wol- 
fie?” She slowly lowered her 
eyes, taking in the hairy chest 
and the six-pack abs. 

He gave her a smile and said, 
“Sure you can trust me, I’ma 
Triathlete and it is in the Triath- 
lete’s creed is that we will not 
‘Tri’ anything that a Mermaid 
wouldn’t like. I’m the gas pedal 
and you are the brake. I won’t do 
anything to hurt you. How about 
it?” She thought about it, looking 
deeply into his eyes to judge his 
character and said, “It is not like 
me to do this so fast, but I trust 
you enough to know that you 
will see the brake lights if and 
when I hit the brake pedal, right, 
Wolfie?” 

“Right, Mermaid, I'll write 
down the address and directions 
for you. How about noon on Sat- 
urday?” 

Saturday morning the doorbell 
rang, and he threw on a long shirt 
over his speedo. He opened the 
front door, ‘and there she was. 
Her blonde tinged hair glowed in 
the sunshine, as she stood there 
in a blue tube top and white 
shorts. 

He took her gym bag from her, 
pulled her into the house, and 
said, “ Welcome to my web, said 
the spider to the fly!” 

“If this is a trap, it is certainly 
a classy trap.” She said as she 
glanced around the room. He 
showed her the house and 
kitchen with the view of the 


pool, with its side Jacuzzi. After 
a light lunch he invited her for a 


swim. She went in the house, and 


changed into her bathing suit and 
cover-up. She came to the pool 
chaise lounges where he was 
waiting with towels and equip- 
ment, took off the cover-up to re- 
veal a gold lame’ bikini adorning 
a gorgeous body. She watched as 
his eyes popped and softly 
laughed. She said, “ Are you 
ready?” He took off his shirt, 
and flat dived into the pool. She 
followed him in as they did slow 
warm-up laps and then raced. 

They went off the diving 
board and played like a couple of 
kids. “I request a demo of your 
synchro routine,” he said. She 
agreed and he went to lie on the 
diving board to watch. She swam 
out to the middle of the deep end, 
faced him and said, “This my sin- 
gles routine that is done to sooth- 
ing music to set the mood. Here 
it goes.” 

He was amazed at her level of 
strength and he realized she was 
underwater for a long period of 
time. Underwater, her sun-dap- 
pled body was a beautiful sight. 
She continued her routine, barely 
taking a breath between long un- 
derwater moves. Her working on 
swimming underwater had really 
increased her endurance. 

When she was finished she 
hung on the diving board and 
said, “Tada!” How did you like 
it?" 

“I loved it! You combined 
power and grace in a beautiful 
routine and I can’t believe the 
height that you got your legs out 
of the water and your breath con- 
trol! How did you do that?,” he 
asked. 

She moaned, “Practice, prac- 
tice, practice.” 

She pulled herself up to him 
and gave him a long wet kiss and 
said, ‘‘Do all Triathletes kiss as 
good as you?” 

“T don’t know, I’ve never 
kissed another Triathlete,” he 
said. “‘Let’s rest in the Jacuzzi. 

They swam into the Jacuzzi 
and he set the pump on low as 
the water swirled around their 
bodies. He pulled her close on 
the seat. 

“Thank you for that beautiful 
display of athleticism, you are in- 
credible.” He kissed her deeply 
and she responded. They chatted 
and smooched for a long time, 
each kiss getting longer and 
tongues started dancing. Small 
talk gave way to smaller talk. 

“By the way, what’s your 
sign, Wolfie?” 

“Pisces.” he replied, “ What's 
yours? Mermaid!” 

She sounded like a Muse when 
she said, “Scorpio. Hmm, two 
water signs and we met in the 
water. Maybe we were destined 
to meet.” 

“I don’t know what it is about 
you that makes me so comfort- 
able with you and to do all these 
things when I hardly know you,” 
she continued. “Believe me, 
Ron, I have never felt this com- 
fortable so soon with any other 
guy.” x 

“That’s because you haven’t 
been with a guy that is your 
match,” he said. “We are both 
water signs, we both love the 
water.” They cuddled and made 
plans to meet the next day at 
three in the afternoon. She 
thought she could make it but 
couldn’t promise — he was puz- 
zled by her mysterious behavior; 
maybe she was a mermaid and 
had to get back in the ocean at 
night. 

As he jogged along the road 
the next morning, he was full of 
memories of their encounter. It 
was so nice to have something to 
think about as he went around his 
circuit. His reverie was inter- 
rupted when he saw a flash of a 
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critter or a bird by a dirt driveway 

into the woods. Then a huge black 
» Cadillac limousine swooshed past 
him. He hadn’t heard it coming. He 
cursed himself for not paying atten- 
tion. Another flash caught his eye, 
and he realized it was the same drive- 
way. It was getting hotter out. He 
Started working up a sweat, and he 
made a mental note to stop after this 
circifit. He was hoping that Peg 
would come for a swim, yummy! 

There was that flash again, right 
by the driveway. He completed the 
last circuit and watched for the flash 
and there it was. He peered through 
the underbrush at something shiny re- 
flecting the brilliant sunshine and 
walked to it into the woods guided 
by the sun’s reflection on something 
by the driveway. There on the 
¥ ground was a piece of shining gold 

plate. He reached in, picked it up, 
and it was a gold money clip in the 
shape of a dollar sign. It held several 
bills in it, looking at the outside bill 
closer, he was amazed to see $1,000 
on it. He fanned the rest and they 
were all $1,000 dollar bills. He 
looked around, but no one was near. 
a There wasn’t any clue of why it was 
there. 

He ran back to his car and as he 
Started to pull out but he had to stop, 
because in the rear view mirror he 
saw that black limo come swooshing 
past him again. 

He took it back to the house and 
examined it in the bright kitchen 
light. He counted the folded bills and 


doorknocker. The butler/bouncer 
opened the door and showed him to 
the den. 

‘Master Barone will be here in an 
hour to have lunch with his, uh, lady- 
friend. Can I get you something to 
drink or eat while you wait?” asked 
Igor. “ Water with ice, Thank you,” 
he squeaked. 

He returned with a tall glass of 
water and left. He explored the den, 
pool table, and bar, floor to ceiling 
windows that overlooked the pool 
and the sweeping view of the valley. 
He looked back at the immense 
empty pool that looked so inviting. 
The surface was a sheet of glass, no 
wind, and no activity. But there in 
the deep end was a figure gliding un- 
derwater across the pool. It was a 
blond young woman in a gold lame 
bikini. She swam over to the ladder 
and climbed out. She put on a white 
robe, tied her hair up in a towel and 
walked towards the den. She saw 
him standing there, with his mouth 
wide open in shock. She opened the 
door and walked in. She blushed and 
stammered, 

“What are you doing here, Ron?” 

He shot back, “What are you do- 
ing here, Peg?” She looked around 
and sat him down on the sofa and 
whispered, “I know it looks crazy, 
but I met Tony at a party, he liked 
me because I was young and athletic. 
He made me an offer that I couldn’t 
refuse. So I am here on the hill being 
his, uh, let’s just say being his ‘Eye 
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for the longest time and said, “Wow, 
how and where did you find his 
money clip?” “Let’s just say I was 
jogging, OK?” he offered. 

“IT know he goes out with six Gs 
in that clip and he tips everyone 30 
percent, including me, so probably 
that’s what you are going to get in 
an hour!” she chided. “Gee, I hope 
so! You are making me feel better,” 
he answered. She looked at him, 
deep in thought, then she stood up 
and said, “Want to go for a short 
swim? There are bathing suits in the 
cabana.” “Yeah, I guess!”’ he said as 
he drank the water. She said. “If we 
have a couple laughs and if you can 
beat me in our race, I promise you 
that I will orchestrate your time with 
Tony and you’ll get your reward and 
be on your way. And I will probably 
make it to your house by 3!” He 
heard himself say, “OK. Deal!”’ She 
took him outside and he changed in 
the cabana. They warmed up and 
raced and he didn’t beat her by 
much. They swam and dived for a 
while. “Now let’s get dressed to get 
ready for Tony.” She said as she 
climbed out of the pool. He asked 
her if he could use the bathroom and 
she showed him to the pool bath- 
house. 

When he was done, she was put- 
ting her robe on near his clothes and 
acting funny. He asked her if there 
was anything wrong and she said no, 
she was just nervous. He went into 
the cabana to get dressed. They went 
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Coming of Age 
in Rock and Roll 


You can become a teenager singing 
Yakety Yak don’t talk back. 

Be glad you don’t have to take out the 
trash 

You had servants for that. 


You can debut as a dancer 
to One for the money 

Two for the show 

Three to get ready 

Now go cat go. 


If your father’s friends ask you to teach 
them to dance Rock and Roll, 

ask them to teach you to jitterbug 

to Rock Around the Clock. 


Fall in love for the first time dancing 
to Put Your Head on my Shoulder. 
Your Latin boyfriend will send you his 
gold bracelet. 

Send it back believing /t’s Only Puppy 
Love. 


Never forget your new high school 
friend. 

She’ll play for you the first Beatle hit 
you’ ve ever heard, J wanna hold your 
hand. 

Graduate to that musical milestone. 


Leave to study math in New York City 
without your father’s blessings. 

He’ll disown you 

and you'll be left Without a Song. 


On your 21st birthday change your life. 
Listen to Hey Jude. 

The lyrics let it out and let it in 

will help you breath deeply, dance 
again. 


You can become a Flamenco dancer 
singing /’/l get by with a little help 
Jrom my friends. 

— Helen Peterson 


Peterson is a poet, dancer, teacher, director, 


and drama coach who has won poetry awards 
from the Geraldine Dodge Foundation and from 
Pen and Brush. She is a member of the US 1 
Writers’ Collaborative and of the Delaware Val- 
ley Poets. She will read her work at Princeton 
Arts Council’s Cafe Improv this fall. 
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For Mom 


by Diane Hackett 


he clean winter sun slices 

through the slits in the blan- 

ket hanging in the large 
window. As usual, Jason G. Gar- 
ner has slept in his clothes, khaki 
pants, grimy blue button down 
shirt and a windbreaker. When 
his mother was alive he would 
have never been allowed to sleep 
in his clothes. 

She looked after him. She had 
taken care of him all his life. His 
father had left when Jason was 
twelve years old. Since then, it 
had been the two of them. They 
had one another, they had church 
and their favorite television 
shows. Now, it was just Jason. 
He also had his job at the super- 
market bagging groceries. 

He looks at his watch, 6:30. 
He begins to untangle himself 
from the mass of blankets and 
towels he is forced to sleep under 
during the cold winter months. 
Then he remembers, today is the 
day. 

It is Sunday, January twenty- 
third. The day he has waited for 
all year. 

He jumps out of bed and hur- 
ries down the long dark hall to 
the kitchen. Out of habit, he 
glances at his list taped to the re- 
frigerator. He knows it by heart: 
watch, church envelope, one dol- 
lar and twenty cents in change, 
gun, typed note. He reads it out 

loud just to be safe. His heart is 
pounding and his head feels hot. 

He fills his mother’s old tea 
kettle with water and carefully 
sets it on the stove. He grabs a 
hardened jelly doughnut out of a 
box on the counter and bites it 
without caution. The bright red 
raspberry jelly drips down his 
chin and onto his shirt. The pow- 
der rings his mouth. He wipes it 
off with the back of his hand and 
stares impatiently at the kettle. 
He feels his mother’s presence. 
He believes he can even smell 

the bread baking just like every 
Sunday morning when she was 
alive. He aches for her to be 
there. The only thing that has 
kept him company is the plan 
and today he can finally see it 
through. He pulls her favorite 
chipped mug from the sink and 
swishes some water around in it 
to clean it. He gave her this mug 
on her birthday almost ten years 
ago. It reads: “Sons are God’s 
Gifts to Mothers.” He pictures 


her sitting at the little table sip- 
ping her tea and asking him how 
he slept. 

For a long time after she died 
he didn’t leave the house. If the 
church hadn’t brought food, he 
wouldn’t have eaten. The tea ket- 
tle’s whistle brings him back. He 


His mother scrubbed 
and polished and 
waxed for them. She 
cleaned their clothes 
and fed their kids. The 
Shaw kids adored his 
mother but this was 
not about them. 


pours the hot water and stirs his 
instant coffee until the white 
foam circles on top of the brown 
liquid. He glances at the clock, 
6:50. 

He makes himself sit and sip 
his coffee. Despite the cold, 
sweat is beginning to drip down 
his back. If he can remain calm 
he knows he will stay on sched- 
ule. If he rushes, something will 
go wrong. He can hear her voice 
so Clearly. “Did you sleep well 
my sweet Jason? I turned the 
heat up for you because I know 
how cold you are in the morning. 

The icy floor finally penetrates 
his reverie and his worn socks. 
He reaches for his work boots. 
He pulls them on and ties the 
laces tightly. 

He walks stiffly to his 


-mother’s chair and feels around 


underneath the cushion for the 
pouch. His hands shake as he 
gently pulls it out without disturb- 
ing the cushion. He slips the gun 
into the right pocket of his wind- 
breaker. He picks up his brown 
over coat which has been hang- 
ing over the edge of the couch 
and puts it on. He checks the 
time, 7:02. He walks to the front 
hall closet and puts on his Sun- 
day hat, brim down. He places 
the envelope, note and four quar- 
ters and two dimes in the front 
left pocket of his overcoat. 

He checks twice to make sure 
he has his keys. He opens the 
heavy front door and steps out 
into the early morning light. He 


squints as he glances at his watch 
again 7:05. He nods his head 


awkwardly at his neighbor across 


the street and walks down his 
steps toward the bus stop. He 
waits for what seems to be too 
long. But in three minutes, the 
bus rumbles to a stop in front of 
him, at exactly 7:10. He steps up 
and drops his sixty cents into the 
slot. The doors close, the bus 
purrs forward leaving his life be- 
hind. His mind jumps from one 
thought to the next. Will it really 
work? Can he do this? Has any- 
one noticed that he left early to- 
day? 

Two more stops and he would 
be in Princeton. Jason relaxes 
slightly as the bus moves into 
high gear. The bus pulls up to the 
bank on Nassau. It is 7:26. He 
stands up and grabs the seats one 
by one as he walks toward the 
door. He is doing his best to 
steady his shaking hands and 
knees. He tries to smiles at the 
driver but his mouth will not 
move. He walks stiffly down the 
bus steps. 

The town is waking up around 
him. A few cars whiz by. A 
bread delivery truck slows at the 
light. He walks to the side of the 
bank and sets his eyes on the 
automatic teller machine. He 
waits silently pushing his hands 
down into his pockets feeling for 
each of the tools he needs. He re- 
members how many times he 
stood right here with his mother, 
waiting. 

She was proud of her life as a 
maid for the Shaw family. Jason 
hated them. Mrs. Shaw seemed 
to never have the money to pay 
his mother before she left work. 
She would often make her come 


to this exact spot and wait while © 


she took money out of the ATM, 
then she would barely look at 
them as:she handed her mother a 
small envelope containing, as far 
as Jason was concerned, much 
less money than she deserved for 
all she did for them. He never re- 
membered Mrs. Shaw ever say- 
ing thank you to her mother. His 
mother scrubbed and polished: 
and waxed for them. She cleaned 
their clothes and fed their kids. 
The Shaw kids adored his mother 
but this was not about them. 

It was on this very day one 
year ago that his mother had died 
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of a heart attack while polishing | 
Mrs. Shaw’s floor. The image of 
his mother lying face-down on 
that gleaming floor made it sim- 
ple to do what he is about to do. 

He feels calm now. He 
watches as a middle-aged man in 
a jogging suit pushes buttons and 
takes away a handful of money. 
He doesn’t even notice Jason. 
Next, a very old lady looks him 
squarely in the eye and then tries 
to give him some coins. He 
shakes his head and smiles be- 
cause her eyes remind him of his 
mother. 

He glances at his watch, 7:35. 
He barely lets the thought enter 
his head that the plan might not 
work. Then he sees her. The 
woman his mother served for 
twenty-five years. It is 7:35 on 
the dot. 

Harriet R. Shaw pulls her large 
green Mercedes into a handi- 
capped parking space and leaves 
it running. Her black and white 
suit matches her shoes and hand- 
bag. Her hair looks as if she has 
just gone to the beauty parlor or 
slept sitting up. She marches by 
him reeking of perfume. He slips 


into the ATM booth behind her 


and glances out the window. 
There is not a soul in sight. She 
fumbles to find her wallet, oblivi- 
ous to his presence, he moves in 
close to her. He pulls out his gun 
and places it gently on the back 
of her neck. She freezes. He 
hands her the typed note. It 
reads: Please place $160 in the 


envelope I have given you. Do 


not turn around before then or I 
will have to kill you. 

Mrs. Shaw makes soft grunt- 
ing noises as she tries to fit her 
ATM card into the slot. Her 
hands shake. Jason’s hot breath 
puffs evenly on the back of her 
neck. His head is clear. He 
nudges her with the gun very 
softly. She pulls the bills out of 
the machine and stuffs them into 
the envelope with shaking hands. 

“The note,” he says softly. 

She gives him the note. 

“Start counting backward 
from 200. If you move before 
then, I will have to kill you for 
sure,” his says this last part al- 
most in a whisper. He pushes 
open the door, stuffs the enve- 
lope in his windbreaker and runs 
to the sidewalk. The 7:45 bus is 
just about to pull away. He 
pounds on the door. The door 
opens and the driver impatiently 
looks out his side mirror so he 
can move back into traffic. Jason 
G. Garner looks at his watch, 
7:46. 

He plops in the first seat that is 
open. He feels light headed. He 
is relieved that now he can get on 
with his day. He pulls the church 
envelope out of his pocket and 
counts the bills carefully. He 
smiles to himself. He will defi- 
nitely be on time. This is not the 
Sunday to be late for 8:00 , 
o’clock mass. He has chosen peo- 
nies to put on the altar for his 
mother. He smiles at the thought 
of them looking so beautifully un- 
der the cross, blooming in her 
memory. He licks the back of the 
church donation envelope and 
weighs it in one hand. Maybe I 
should have asked for 200 dol- 
lars, he thinks to himself. “Next 
year,” he whispers. “Next year.” 

Diane Landis Hackett is the 
mother of three wonderfully 
rowdy children ages 6, 4 and 2. 
She also works part time as a 
writer for the Center for Ad- 
vanced Emotional Intelligence, a 
corporate culture change organi- 
zation located in Bucks County. 


Perdition 


by Elaine Togneri 


hantal shuddered and 
wiped at the blood drip- 
ping from her elbow to 
her wrist. The idea of murdering 
Buddy had seemed so right last 
night. Deciding to kill him the 
same way he had murdered her 
mother, brilliant. But living 
through the experience didn’t 
quite measure up to her expecta- 
tions. She hadn’t considered the 
mess or the nausea that now 
crept up her throat. 
After taking a deep breath, 
Chantal swallowed back bile and 
braced herself as she flipped 
Buddy over. Blood spatter freck- 
led his forehead. A red stream 
ran down his chin into the Route 
1 motel room’s grungy tweed car- 
pet. She’d passed by the Radis- 
son, the Marriott, and Ramada 
and lured Buddy to a cheesy dive 
that rented by the hour and took 
cash up front. Chantal leaned two 
fingers on his carotid artery. The 
crowbar she’d purchased at Auto 
Parts and More had done the job. 
No pulse. She’d sent him straight 
to hell. Where, she guessed, 
she’d end up too because of what 
she’d done. But she had plenty of 
time before she had to face her 
Maker. At least Buddy wouldn’t 
get the opportunity to bludgeon 
another girlfriend to death. 

Chantal yanked the red wig off 
her ponytailed hair. She peeled 
off her T-shirt and miniskirt, re- 
trieved a fresh set from her back- 
pack, and quickly put them on. 
After slipping on latex gloves 
and wrapping the crowbar in a 
towel, she stuffed everything into 
her bag and placed the bag under 
her arm. She looked around the 
room. Was there anything that 
could give her away? 

With a clean towel, she wiped 
down surfaces, ones she hadn’t 
even touched. Mid-stroke, she 
stopped, rooted through her bag, 
and came out with a pint of 
vodka. The cap snapped open as 
she twisted it, releasing medici- 
nal fumes. She held the bottle to 
her lips to take a settling swig 
and let the liquid burn its way to 
her stomach and bring tears to 
her eyes. After draining a quarter 


Deciding to kill him - 
the same way he had 
murdered her 
mother, brilliant. But 
living through the ex- 
perience didn’t quite 
measure up to her ex- 
pectations. 
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of the bottle, she wiped her lips 
on the back of her hand. “That's 
for you, Mom. I got him. That 
bastard will never bother you 
again.” 

She slipped the bottle back in 
the bag and gripped it under her 
arm again. With the towel, she 
wiped the handle of the bath- 
room door, then into 
the bland white bathroom that all 
fleabag motels seemed to have. 
The glare from the bulb dulled 
her vision. Blinking, she ran the 
towel over the sink edge and 
dabbed at the faucets. 

Was that a hair under the 
Penge the corner? Could it be 

wig? Not , since 
she had waited for ee 
the bathroom door. No sense ahs. 2 
ing a chance. She 
bag, bent, 
a tissue, and 
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can you expect when you rent by Ch 
the hour? 1 

s No need to wipe the toilet or UILES > 3 a 
tub. She rubbed over the light 0a Si e istractions 
switch and made sure she : : 
cleaned both the on and off set- by Richard H. Smith 
tings. What else had she touched? t was mid-January 2019. Al- drivers— in front and behind Kneeling by her, I held her still care System’s trauma center in 

As the light came on, some- though I had not seen Lara in me— were also hurrying, pre- limp hand and murmured words Trenton. I turned to take one last 
thing darted behind her in the almost twenty years, I recog- sumably to help those involved of encouragement. She began to look at the scene of crushed cars 
mirror. She flinched and spun nized her immediately. She had in the wreck. moan and move her head slightly. and chaos. Seconds later, the si- 
around, but saw no one. She that same lithe, stately manner— I headed straight for the truck. With my free hand, I took out ren blared out its sonorous wail 

glanced back at the mirror. A like a model on a catwalk— as There, a dazed truck driver and my cell phone and called my and she was gone. 

’ haze covered it, like someone she boarded the monorail at the two well dressed, young men wife at her office. I called the hospital several 
had just taken a shower and Princeton Carnegie Center sta- stood looking at a dark green “You won’t believe this,” I times after the accident to see if I 
steamed it up. Impossible. tion. When she turned to take off = Hyundai lodged under the rear of said, explaining briefly what had could visit her. On the sixth day, 

Someone groaned. Chantal her jacket, I had fought an im- the flatbed. As I approached happened and where I was. the operator told me Lara had 
eased the door open and peeked pulse to immediately go and them, one of the commuters said Are you all right?” been moved from intensive care 
into the bedroom. Buddy still lay | speak with her. No, I said to my- to me it appeared that a young “Yeah, I’m fine. Just waiting to a semiprivate room and could 
stretched Out the way she’d left Self, I would wait a moment, col- © Woman was trapped in the for help. I should be out of here receive visitors. Rearranging my 
him. When she turned back, the lect my thoughts, then approach driver’s seat of the car. I told in a few minutes. Are the kids lunch schedule, I visited her later 
mirror was completed fogged. her. them I had been a medic in the that day. 

. Chantal caught her breath. She Just before she boarded, I had service; that I'd try to reach her “Ms. Petrof; may [ come in?” 
rubbed at the glass, but the spots been looking at the Carnegie Cen- and check on her condition. We battled, fretted, I asked, knocking on the door 
she tried to clear misted as soon ter’s glass-faced office buildings, In a crouch, edging toward the : ‘ somewhat tentatively. She turned 

hotels, and clusters of retail car, its engine beginning to and cajoled with each to me, the side of her face a pur- 
ASSESS GRA Toa ARCA . . . Fi P : 
shops that were semi-encircled smoke, I could see that the force other on the prelim- plish blue, a spider’s web embla- 
by high-rise condominiums, of the accident had partially de- : zoned on her swollen cheek. Her 
ster mother should be townhouses, apartment com- Ccapitated its hood. Even so, the sia study to build a black wavy hair fanned out over 
in heaven, and he plexes and detached homes. The _.passenger door was intact. I light rail elevated sys- a bank of pillows, her legs cov- 
should be in hell, not Center, locked in the dead cold opened it and saw the young tem above the U.S. 1 ered by a white hospital sheet, 

» : of winter, was one of several woman wedged between the seat a ht At. i her hospital gown loosely hang- 

attacking her mother spaced along Route One’s inte- and the dashboard, the side of her right-of-way ing from her shoulders. But it 

in an afterworld. grated mass transit system. face pressed against the steering HI f= _—/ Was hcr eyes, icc blue, translu- 
Memories — vivid images — wheel. I let out a sigh of relief af- a : cent, penetrating, that stopped 
eT Droudht me back to the late ’90s ter closing my hand around her Okay ” (A knee jerk reaction. to me from moving toward her. 
~ ; ; . the frightening realization of how 4 ” Z 
Bi tek Aiea eee soaicl A louder when the dream of a monorail limp wrist and getting a strong ius tikes Who are you?” she asked. 
moan made her shiver Ad- : system first manifested itself. I PpISS Se Was ecaeg ad er “Jennifer and Allison are in Ay See sig recta 
as : was then a professional planner conscious, but very much alive. I weir dener,” I said, adding, “I was 
renaline coursed through her day care here. Teddy is with your 
Dette ent of here sh for the State Department of Com- _ felt that with help, I would be thar Var fae + as one of the guys who pulled you 
: rene munity Affairs, heading a work- able to get her out of the car, out Ee ee from your car. Just wanted to 

* thought, but remained frozen. a 8 ; ; : be careful. I'll see you later. 

ad co cnenined th ace group of state and municipal of harm’s way from possible fire. Ris hast wis cit in Hee stop in and see how you were do- 
hi SeMee NO NORE DE: | “planners atid private consultants. | Reaching over her, I quickly re- he i ee ing.” 
ind the groan. when I felt a little tug. Her eyes “ ; 
2 a I remembered how we battled trieved her purse from the passen- So you’re my hero,” she 
Mom?” she whispered. : : had opened and for a moment ; = 
Se Aeinea) wicat by fretted and cajoled with each ger seat floor and yelled to the lacked oiacearna Rik be. said. An appreciative smile 
d — EERE ONE 28 other on the preliminary study to | commuters for help. We debated as pies ee ie a Petes creased her face as she held out 

Seng = build a light rail elevated system on whether to move her out or re age OS ee her hands to me. As I came 

Chantal straightened up. “‘Jus- closer to her and said, “ You’re % 

Se F dadhacticn ?-Sh dn’ above the U.S. | right-of-way. _ wait for the police or EMTs. Sud- aE Sy I ae closer, she leaned forward, 

. ee naa h € couldn't The monorail was to be the cen- denly, tendrils of flame flared out 80178 $0 DE OKay; help 1s on pulled me toward her and kissed 

Boe wen pres OITY.ROFYDICE, terpiece for relieving the night- from the engine, making our “ss my cheek. I could feel her ; 

even though she knew Mom con- , ; gt ; A moment later, the medics ar- 

J Ses, —. marish traffic congestion along choice clear. a warmth through the thin hospital 
sidered that a sin. rived. Giving one of them her d hed. “PI 

i : the artery. Densely populated, The three of us dove under the I = PAP ee Se gown and blushed. ease get 
why did you send him mixed-use Centers, such as flatbed and as gently as possible, oe stages is ae sus that chair in the corner and come 
paar a <eieecp —- 9 Carnegie, would be built astride lifted her out and onto to shoul- ae: c es se ete sicko 2 een’ sit by me,” she said “The medi- 
moaned. ! — finally free. it. Transit Stations, with shel- der of the road. As we laid her ‘ic ied - a : oa =e © cal personnel told me about what 
But he’s dead. Chantal spun tered, wide-body, people-moving Onto a bed of our coats, approach- gmaty VP gale az ais, By happened; that you pulled me out 
around the all white room, look- : Beit purse to tell me her name and f h fire.” 

; : ; conveyer belts, elevating to the ing sounds of sirens cut through tank th ae te Ca rom the car fire. 

ing for a passing glimpse of her tracks, wonld-he snupgled in the the acrid air. I asked my helpers where they were taking her: "There suds turk Oalies aie 

mother. “It’s over,’’ she whis- ; ; a. driver’s license, he said, bore the 
a ; Center’s Core to brief the arriving emergency 

¥ ered. : ‘ as ; name Lara Petrof and they were : : 

Prd charcoal shadow batted ata |<. Por Years we were like old pi: -macgepenc onde taking her to the Capitol Health- Continued on following page 
hi . Pets . 8 ae Sisyphus, trying to roll that stayed with my injured charge. 

— wg scene aes heavy rock up the hill. That is un- 

en lath elect 3 til a decade later, when, as usual 

sichee eye sel in these matters, there was no 
See porcant' at hs ggtremnans af other choice but to take drastic 
Sooty ob: apna a te d action. But now my attention had ji 
: : turned to Lara and the memories 
The blood, a collapse of the 
mie t her. 
a white wisp into hundred of parti- cae ne a ; hg cS Ge U 5S Cc VE ¢ AU S 

cles. 2000 : 

Chantal’s legs buckled as the I : ee : , 

a was driving north on Route 

mist descended. She ss} tet One in heavy traffic to attend a a - cI a 5G © a S C) ry ° 

fist on the door, not agree ‘ sored regional planning meeting at the 
— heard. Her mother c d owe. Hyatt in Princeton. Ironically, the 
-in heaven, and he shou _ - meeting was to discuss the seem- 

“<a 2 her et nical ingly intractable traffic problem 

a “ ¥ ae + MORE of Sun- | 2" the overburdened highway. 

. women se: : h The rising sun was slowly lifting go 
day sermons she d sat throug . i the blanket of overnight fog that lick 

; —— tan oe or had settled on the road. As I ap- 
= tears eager age proached the intersection at ] | 
and swung it hard. He split, re- | Franklin Corner Road in en NYSON S 
joined, and struck her mother Lawrenceville, I could see, i = 
again. Chantal beat at the vapor. | though the mist, the diffused yel- © r é St 

ksi Her arms ached and her fingers low lights at the major intersec- 

2. throbbed, but as much as she tion turn to red. A hundred yards 
eran the Slain in front of the bank of lights, a 

pee wraith kept returning to:Olu large flatbed truck, using the red 

her mother. Tears flooded Chan- | 4s interference, was slowly back- * Birthdays 

___ tal’s eyes, blinding her. h ing out into the highway. I ° Holidays 

ka A blue blur appeared atthe | | blurted out loudly, as if trying to ' * Weddings 

door. “Put the crowbar down,” it get the attention of the driver of If you don t need flowers but are -o 
ordered. the truck, “What in the hell are looking for an exciting career orporate Functions 
Chantal couldn’t do that. She you doing!” A split second later, opportunity helping individuals ° Employee Incentives 
swung again and again, ignoring I heard the sickening, shattering with disabilities maintain their * On-line Shopping 
ee tading deicngh sound of the first em = , social, professional and domestic * Toll-free 
soiageediegg followed in a crescendo of meta al 1 “all Me 
her. Her body collapsed, but she | an glass as drivers tried in vain > tehaiso Pan . Be 
floated to the ceiling, her feather- | 1 stop before plowing into the o ae 
light crowbar poised to attack cars ahead of them. information or fax your resume Tennyson's Florist 
_ once again. No false expectations While my first reaction was to her at 973-656-3178. EOE is a non-profit affiliate of 
anymore. disbelief, the sweat from my — - Community Options Enterprises, Inc. 

Elaine Togneri is the founder | hands, dampening the wheel, Supporting People with Disabilities Since 1989. 
and a past president of the Sis- said otherwise. Collecting my- 
ters in Crime, Central Jersey self, I drove to the shoulder of wy 
chapter. A New Jersey oes P the road, called the rea on or - : 
she graduated from Rutgers Uni- | cell phone, got out of the car, an ®vase ihe race! ee 

rsity and works as an informa- sprinted toward the scene of the Vase U WWW.Vaserul.¢ 

n technology specialist. accident just ahead. Several other 
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helped. We weren’t heroes. We 
just did what anybody would do, 
Lara. May I call you Lara?” 

“Of course. All my heroes call 
me Lara.” Her smile was infec- 
tious, 

*“T was in intensive care until 
this morning. Had some swelling 
in this old head of mine. They 
had to operate to relieve the pres- 
sure.” She turned her head from 
the pillows to show me the ban- 
dage partially covering a bare, 
shaved area. “The doctor who op- 
erated on me said the surgery 
went well, that I'll be like new in 
a few weeks. And outside of a 
sprained ankle and all sorts of 
bruises and.aches, especially this 
omelet on my face, I’m okay 
now. Really, I know I’m lucky to 
be alive. Now, that’s enough 
about me. Tell me about your- 
self.” 


“I’m married and have three 
kids. Right now I’m working for 
the State as a planner, studying 
the feasibility of developing a 
light rail system along the U.S. | 
corridor. You know: more effec- 
tive economic development, air 
quality improvement, the whole 
megillah. And you, what did you 
do before this...” 

“T’m an Administrative Sup- 
port Specialist for HERO Re- 
search. It’s a high tech company 
off Route One. That’s where | 
was headed before that truck 
pulled out onto the highway. 
Anyway, I’m twenty-three but 
still can’t get a drink without be- 
ing carded.” She laughed imp- 
ishly. 

How long are you going to 
have to be here?" I asked. 

“They still have to do some 
more tests. Want to be sure I 
have all my faculties before I 
walk out of here. So I can’t really 


” 


say. 


Bedside, we talked about her 
experiences in the hospital, the 
types of music we enjoyed, T.V. 
programs we watched, food we 
savored, and her recently-ended 
relationship with her boyfriend, 
until a nurse came in to take her 
blood pressure and temperature. I 
asked Lara if I could get her any- 
thing to read or eat before I left. 
No said, all she wanted was to 
see me again. 

“Of course I'll be back.” I 
tried not to betray the feeling of 
uneasiness that was growing in- 
side me. I wanted to see Lara 
again, but things couldn’t have 
been much worse at home. Even 
with my wife working, we 
couldn’t afford the house we 
wanted. So we were stuck in that 
small apartment, with me staying 
at work for too many night meet- 
ings, leaving her alone, already 
tired from her tedious job— and 
having to feed the kids and put 
them to bed. With the witch’s 
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cauldron already brewing, seeing 
Lara would only add another po- 
tent ingredient to the mix. 

Despite knowing this, I belied 
my own counsel and went to see 
her again. She had just had her 
lunch and asked me if we could 
walk to the patients lounge. As 
we headed down the hall her arm 
slipped under mine. Again I felt 
the warmth of her body against 
me; again that feeling of uneasi- 
ness returned. 

Although our feelings for each 
other grew each time I visited 
her, a shadow of guilt would al- 
ways return. The pretense of see- 
ing her on those first few visits, 
to ease her recovery, no longer 
warded off the haunting reality of 
my deception. We both under- 
stood what was happening and 
what was going to happen if our 
trysts continued at the hospital. It 
was in the patients lounge, our 
impromptu hide-a-way, that I 
told her it was best if I stopped 
seeing her. She didn’t reply, a 
tacit acknowledgement of my de- 
cision. She just placed her head 
on my shoulder in quiet resigna- 
tion. 

Ironically, my wife could not 
have cared less. She had become 
romantically involved with an at- 
torney at the law firm where she 
worked, someone able to afford 
the things she wanted. While I 
couldn’t live with my betrayal, 
she had no problem living with 
hers. It wasn’t long before she 
asked for a divorce, saying she 
no longer could stay with me, 
that she was taking the kids and 
going to live with him. The di- 
vorce was not amicable. 

Today, here I am, walking up 
the aisle to where Lara sat un- 
aware of my presence. 

“Lara,” I said. She turned, 
studying me. “It’s John Gar- 
dener. Don’t you remember 
me?” Suddenly her look of bewil- 
derment transformed itself into a 
smile of recognition. She slid 
over to the empty seat beside her 
to make room for me as the 
monorail continued on its jour- 
ney North, heading farther away 
from that fateful juncture that 
brought us together. 


Richard H. Smith graduated 
from the University of North Caro- 
lina in 1959 with a major in his- 
tory. From 1963 to 1990 he worked 
for the state Department of Labor, 
administering employment and 
training programs. His job re- 
quired extensive technical writing, 


and he wrote his first novel in 
1990. 


Pummeled 
at the Pump 


by Ron Kostar 


i was pummeled at the pump 
once. 
What do you mean? 

I mean just that. I was pum- 
meled, at a gas pump. And then 
later purified. It happened one 
late afternoon, after a day of 
work. I came in with five dollars 
and said, “Give me five dollars, 
man.” But somehow the Paki- 
stani guy didn’t hear it that way, 
and he filled her up. 

So what did you do? 

I told him I'd run back to my 
office and come back with the 
money, 

And you did, of course? 

Well, I did, but not quite the 
way | thought I would. I mean, 
the next thing I know I'm sitting 
in my office talking on the tele- 
phone and there’s a knock on the 
door and I say, “Oh Christ, I for- 
got to go back and pay the guy 
for that gas.” And when I opened 
the door there’s a cop standing in 
the doorway saying, “And you, 
Mr. — is it Czeszch? — you 


need to come with me.” And be- 

fore I know it, I’m in the back of 

a paddy wagon riding to the po- 

lice station wondering how I’m 

going to explain this to Maria 

and the kids, not to mention my 
constituency. Have you ever read 
your name in the morning police 
blotter? 

No. 

Well, it’s an unpleasant way to 
start the day, I tell you. And it 
gets worse, because you walk 
around all day wondering who 
reads the newspaper. 

Oh. ; 

You see, I’m the mayor of this 
small town called ... 

Oh, I didn’t know that. 

Rosewood. It’s a little town in 
central Jersey, tucked away on 
the western edge of the Pine Bar- 
rens, that used to be called Home- 
stead until a group of residents 
who walk a lot got together and 
decided that the old name was 
too generic. So they brought a pe- 
tition to the borough council pro- 
posing to rename it Walk-a- 
Round. But other people in town 
thought that name was too Eng- 
lish and shot it down. So then the 
Walkers proposed calling it 
Walkersville, in honor of them- 
selves, I guess, but the opposition 
decided that name was too self- 
congratulatory and pedestrian. So 
some of the more erudite Walk- 

ers suggested calling it Peram- 
blersville, but everybody but a se- 
lect few decided that wasn’t any 
good either because they didn’t 
know what it meant. So some- 
body else suggested calling it 
Rosewelt, which the Walkers 
countered with Rosesvelte, and fi- 
nally the two factions got to- 
gether and compromised and 
called it Rosewood, in honor of 
all the roses and elm trees we 
have growing out here. And 
that’s what it’s called now, Rose- 
wood, at least for the time being. 
And I’m the mayor. 

I still didn’t know that. 

Yes, I’m the mayor. So when I 
got arrested and had my name 
splattered across the morning po- 
lice blotter, I didn’t really want 
everybody to find out ... I mean, 
about the gas thing ... I could ex- 
plain what happened to my wife 
and kids and close friends but 
how do you explain something 
like that to strangers? Or to your 
constituency? 

So what did you do? 

Well, I went home that night, 
of course, and the next morning I 
got up around 6, earlier than 
usual, and pulled on my galoshes 
and raincoat. I like that word, 
don’t you — galoshes. 

Hungarian, isn’t it? 

Sounds it. Anyway, I pulled 
on my galoshes and yellow 
slicker because it was pouring 
outside and I drove to Smerni’s 
Deli, which is actually the only 
store in Peramblersville, | mean 
Rosewood, and I kind of slunk 
in, not looking very mayoral I 
guess, and Pete, the owner's son 
said, “Hey Mike, what are you 
doing up so early?” since I usu- 
ally don’t come in for my first 
cup of coffee and donut until 
around 8. So I just mumbled 
something vague and then asked 
Pete point blank if he’d mind if I 
bought all 20 copies of the morn- 
ing Trentonian. 

And what'd he say? 

He said he guessed it was OK 
and that his other customers 
could make do reading the other 
paper for one day. 

But wasn’t he, ahh, curious? 

Of course, he’s human. 

So what did you tell him? 

I told him that there was an ar- 
ticle with a picture in the paper 
about my daughter Stephanie’ s 
ballet class, and that I wanted all 
the papers so I could give them 
to her friends and grandparents 
and what not. 

Did he buy it? 
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e 


JULY 24, 2002 


U.S. 1 SUMMER FICTION ISSUE 55 


Yeah, enough, I guess, to sell 
me the papers. Though he looked 

» at me kind of funny, and let’s 
just say I left the Deli with wate: 
dripping down my face and most 
of it wasn’t from the rain. 

So I pulled my yellow slicker 
back on and went back home. 
But I couldn’t get myself to 20 to 
work, I felt too guilty to go to 
work. 

But you weren’t really guilty, 
were you? 

Yeah, I know, and I knew that 
then. But I felt guilty. And guilty 
people can’t work. 

Hmmn, I thought that was the 
reason people did work. 

No, people work because 
we're hungry, and by then I 
wasn’t even feeling particularly 
hungry. So I pulled off my ga- 
loshes and hung up my wet yel- 
low slicker and thought about 
what I should do next. 

And what did you decide? 

Well, after thinking it over for 
a while I came up with a plan: At 
around 5 almost all the townspeo- 
ple stop in at the Post Office on 

* their way home from work. So I 
decided to go back to the center 
of town at around 4:45. 

And? 

Well, I drove over there and 
got out of my car and stood in 
front of the Post Office. No, actu- 

’ ally I stood alongside the Post Of- 

fice, in front of a bulletin board, 

~ stood in front of the community 
bulletin board making believe I 
was reading the notices, and not 
even feeling all that conspicuous 
or strange since people do it all 
the time. 

Do what? 

Stand and read the notices on 
the bulletin board. 

. And? 

; And whenever anybody came 
by, at least anybody I knew or re- 
spected, or both, I asked them a 
question. A question about, ahh, 
the gas thing. 

What do you mean, you 
“asked them a question about 

@ gas?” 

' I mean just that. I asked each 
and every person I saw a ques- 
tion about gas. And I never real- 
ized gas is such a wonderfully 
fertile subject, spanning such a 
wide spectrum of high and low 
brow, ahh, themes! The recent 
price of gas, for instance, has 
been an outrage. A dollar fifty- 

@ five cents a gallon, I remember 

~ when it was thirty three cents a 
gallon, for crying out loud! And 
driving into gas price wars in In- 
diana! So I asked some of them 

what they thought about that. 
The people in Rosewood are very 
informed. Many of them are art- 
ists or old hippies who work with 

* their hands or lawyers or doctors 

or craftsmen, and most of them 

read a lot. And they love to talk. 

And this winter it’s supposedly 

going to cost a fortune to fill up a 

car, much less heat a house, so I 

asked people what they thought 

about that situation, that reality, 
you see. And we got talking 

about everything from the Mid- 

dle East crisis to the Texan oil 

president to the Alaskan wilder- 

ness.. And some of my good 

friends and a few of the more 
down-to-earth guys are always re- 
ceptive to a good joke or two | 
about passing gas. You know, ju- 

@ Venalia, stuff like that. 

[don’t get it. 

Well, I asked questions about 
gas, and then I watched people 
closely. Very closely. I mean, I 
watched peoples’ faces. I know 

‘most of the peoples’ faces in 
town — and I really enjoy look- 

@ ing at faces — and almost imme- 

diately, from their facial expres- 

- sions and reactions, I could tell 

who had seen my name in the 

_ morning paper and who hadn't. 

The ones who had read the blot- 

_ ter would kind of wince and nod, 


~ 


Princeton Morning: 
Driving to Town 


Against all reason 
it’s her side I’m on, 
the doe I saw lying 


as if she wanted 


or at the very least 


Sheffield, Massachusetts. 


on 206 this morning 

across the yellow line, 

one leg still moving 

as the red Ford sped off. 

She might have been the one 
standing in my yard earlier, 
having come out of the forest 
of scrub pine and brush 

to stare at me through the glass 


to join me at the table 


to lie at my feet like the spaniel 
who roused himself when he saw. her, 
lunged, hit the glass door whining. 


Willis is a former Princeton resident who directed 
a poetry reading series for the Arts Council of Prince- 
ton from 1989 to 1995. She now lives in the Berkshires 
and directs a similar series for Berkshire School in 


— lrene Willis 


as if they were already in on 
something private and forbidden; 
and when I saw that, I’d tell them 
my story. I’d tell them what re- 
ally happened just to, you know, 
clear the air. 

And the others? 

With the others, I’d just talk. 
We'd use my question about gas 
as a kind of starter upper, you 
know, an ice breaker. And then 
we’d talk about the current gas 
situation for a while, or we’d go 
EE IES NE RIN I 


I came in with five 
dollars and said, 
‘Give me five dollars, 
man.’ But the Paki- 
stani guy didn’t hear 
it that way, and he 
filled her up. 


wherever the gas question led. 
Like I said, the people in Rose- 
wood are educated and well read 
and curious and opinionated, 
they love to walk and talk. So it 
was fun getting out in public and 
saying something other than 


“Are you outraged by the price 
of your sewer bill?” or “You 
know how you can change all 
that, don’t you? See you on No- 
vember 7th.” Banal obvious stuff 
like that. It felt good connecting 
with my constituency around 
something, ah, personal. 

And how’d it go? 

Well, I felt better when it was 
all over, I'll say that. Much bet- 
ter. By then I had already paid 
the gas station guy the ten bucks 
I owed him, of course, and the 
court let me mail in a small fee to 
cover the fine. So it’s all over. 
And somehow I feel cleaner 
now, as if my slate’s been 
washed off. Smooth and clean, 
purified. I wasn’t really guilty, I 
know that, but I’m glad I went 
out and talked about it in public. 
It was something that I had to do. 
Otherwise, it probably would 
have festered. Guilt has a way of 
doing that, you know — of fester- 
ing. Even when you’re not guilty. 


Ron Kostar lives in Roosevelt 
and has worked as a college pro- 
fessor. He presently works at 
home for ETS and writes, 
coaches basketball, drums, and 
plays the clarinet. 
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Excerpt from 
Talya’s Choice 


by Helen Saltz 
Jacobson 


Tomorrow, and tomorrow, 
and tomorrow 

Leap in this frantic pace 
from: day to day, 

To the last syllable of 
aborted time, 

And all our yesterdays are 
lightyears away. 


Chapter 1 


7:00 a.m., September 1, 2060 
— Spacetime 

7:00 a.m., October 20, 2060 
— Earthtime 


alya opened her eyes and 

blinked. She tightened her 

grip on the smooth bed 
sheet, pulling it closer to her 
face. For several minutes she lay 
motionless. The sequence of 
events that had blasted her into 
another world, another existence 
in 24 hours, seemed incredible. 
Cautiously she propped herself 
up on her elbow. 

She had to force herself to re- 
member where she was spatially 
and temporally. Nothing about 
the small, sparsely furnished 
room told her that she was 
aboard a ship hurtling through 
space at a velocity approaching 
the speed of light. The ship, Phoe- 
nix City, would be home to her 
and forty-nine other passengers 
for the next twelve months while 
50 years passed on Earth. 

Talya sank back on the pillow 
and closed her eyes. Had only 
two weeks passed since she had 
burst into the den back home 
waving the videogram as if she 
had won the intergalactic lottery? 

Rod had jumped up from his 
desk and caught her as she 
rushed into his arms. For a few 
minutes they stood in the waddle 
of the room, hugging and kiss- 
ing. Then she pulled away from 
Rod and stared at the printout. 
From her trembling fingers it flut- 
tered to the floor. Rod picked it 
up and read it. He frowned, took 
her arm and led her to the love- 
seat near the window. 

Her initial euphoria had van- 
ished. 

“Fifty years, Roddy. I can’t, I 
can’t go,” she sobbed. “Ten 
years, maybe. But not fifty.” 

“Fifty for us on Earth. But for 
you, darling, only one year up 
there.” He stroked her hair. “‘Just 
think how time will fly. And if 
they find a cure sooner...” Still 
holding his arm around her, he 
took some tissues from the end ta- 
ble and patted her wet cheeks. 
“What choice do we have?” 

What should she say to Jil] and 
Perth? Mama’s going to take a 
time-dilation cure? She’!] be 
back in 50 years. .. be good... 
listen to your father? Oh, (God, 
why her? What had she done 
wrong? Still, wasn’t she more for- 


tunate than other victims of 
recnacosis?) At least the 
Medical Council had of- 
fered her a second chance, 


Time Travel 


Only a Matter 
of Time 


the gift of life. 

Rod rubbed his cheek against 
hers. “You'll see me and the kids 
on that communications device.” 

“Cos com.” 

“Tally, when you come back 
telisan” 

“When Ms. Rip Van Winkle . 


“Please, darling; don’t!” 

She had slipped from Rod’s 
arms, crossed over to the window 
and stared at the storm clouds 
sweeping toward them. What 
would it be like up there, zipping 
through distant galaxies millions 
of miles from home? She shiv- 
ered. Nights would be long and 
lonely. Days would be better. 
Her research would keep her 
busy. Colleagues at the Physics 
Institute would confer with her 
regularly on coscom. When they 
retired their successors would 
continue to communicate with 
her. What her colleagues would 
mull over for a year, she would 
have to crank out in a week. For 
her it would be a rat race. 

The whole thing had seemed 
unreal. The medical clinic at- 
tached to the Physics Institute 


Talya tried to list the 
reasons for accepting 
the Medical Council’s 
invitation. But her ter 
rible fear of dying in 
two years left no room 
for a rational decision. 


had repeated the tests three times. 
Talya knew that her doubts made 
no sense. She also knew that rec- 
nacosis, like many other fatal dis- 
eases, produced no symptoms un- 
til the terminal stage, approxi- 

mately two years from onset. The 
Medical Council had selected for 
this experiment only subjects like 
herself, who were in the very ear- 


. liest stages of the disease. Their 


videogram requested an immedi- 
ate reply: She must make her 
choice now. Right now. 

Rod rubbed his eyes, blew his 
nose and asked in a hoarse voice 
when the Phoenix would leave. 

Talya slipped off her kerchief, 
folded it and patted Rod’s tears. 
They sat down on the loveseat 
again. She threw her arms around 
Rod and, trying to control the 
tremor in her voice, told him that 
the ship would depart in two 
weeks. 

_ At orientation sessions during 
the week before Phoenix City left 
Earth, the passengers would meet 
their extended family, all victims 
of recnacosis. The National Medi- 
cal Council had chosen a cross- 
section of American citizens for 
the first experimental journey on 
a ship streaking through space at 
almost 186,000 miles per second. 
During the year-long voyage, 50 
years would pass for successive 
research teams at the National 
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Recnacosis Institute in Bethesda, 
Maryland. From the White 
House, President Alicia Anthony 
had proclaimed this the grandest 
undertaking of the 21st century. 
The media had dubbed it “the 
time-dilation cure” and reassured 
the public that scientists would 
conquer this common killer-dis- 


, ease within fifty years. 


For the past month she and 
Rod had watched video tours of 
the Phoenix, a butterfly-shaped 
arrangement of linked modules. 
The passenger module would be 
launched last and link up with 
the others at a rendezvous near 
the moon. Then, for 10 hours 
Phoenix City would accelerate 
slowly until it attained a cruising 
velocity of 185,999 miles per sec- 
ond, barely less than the speed of 
light. In elliptical orbit, it would 
pass through all the known galax- 
ies on a route NASA astronomers 
considered free of black holes. 

Talya tried to make a mental 
list of reasons for accepting or de- 
clining the Medical Council’s in- 
vitation but quickly scrapped it. 
She recognized that her terrible 
fear of dying in two years left no 
room for a rational decision. 

She took a deep breath, forced 
the trembling muscles of her face 
and lips into a faint smile, and 
tried to lighten the moment. 

“Darling, I'll be your born- 
again earthling, conceived in a 
spaceship.” She ran her hand 
through his thick black hair, 
kissed him and hurried from the 
den. Before she changed her 
mind she must call in her accep- 
tance. 

While waiting for the Medical 
Council to respond to her signal, 
Talya stared at the family portrait 
on the wall above the video- 
phone. How could she leave her 
family, her friends, her work, her 
whole life? Tiny flickers on the 
screen reminded her of figures in 
the snow, and for an instant she 
imagined herself skiing through 
the woods with Rod and the chil- 
dren. 

She let out a half-sigh, half- 
moan. Fifteen years with the nic- 
est guy in the world. Perth. . . 
Jill. . . good kids. What more 
could any woman want? She had 
everything. Love. An interesting 
life. 

Talya remembered how she 
used to joke about getting paid 
for a job she enjoyed. The Inter- 
national Physics Medal was the 


icing on the cake. All the rewards | 


she had dreamed about as a 
graduate student — fantasies, she 
had called them then — had 
come true. If not for Rod, she 
would have been a nobody, an- 
other ordinary physicist. She had 
never known anyone like him. 
He was so loving, sensitive and 
patient. No matter how discour- 
aged she was at times when a 
challenge at work seemed insu- 
perable, he restored her confi- 
dence and helped her get on track 
again. How he loved children! 
Now it was all over. No one had 
died. But their life together was 
finished! 

An “all-clear” signal flashed 
on the videophone panel, and the 
secretary of the Medical Council 
appeared on the screen. Just as 
she ended her message to him, 
she heard a door slam and the 
sound of running feet. The chil- 
dren! She would have to tell 
them tonight. 


Helen Saltz Jacobsen received 
her BA in psychology from Brook- 
lyn College in 1943, and an MA in 
Russian language and literature 
from New York University in 1966. 
She was a psychiatric social 
worker in the Medical Corps dur- 
ing World War Il. 


by Chelle Martin 


nd then I cracked open a 
Ave eggs and left them 

to fry on the leather seats 
of his new Jag.” 

Nicki almost choked on a sip 
of coffee. “ You what? Geez, 
Phoebe, talk about creating some 
bad karma!” 

“Would you knock off that 
karma talk. The creep deserved 
it, 

Wiping up the coffee she had 
spilled, Nicki said, “Joe forgot 
your birthday. It happens.” 

“Well, it’s a major error in my 
book,” Phoebe replied. “Not to 
mention he didn’t call when he 
said he would. And I swear he’s 
seeing someone on the side.” 

“So ask him. Unless you want 
to see him again in your next life. 
We keep coming back until we 
get it right, you know.” 

kkk 


It was a perfect summer week- 
end in New Jersey. The humidity 
was low and the temperature was 
in the mid-70s. Insfead of fight- 
ing the shore traffic, Nicki opted, 
as she had on many occasions be- 
fore, to spend the day in Prince- 
ton, enjoying the quaint atmos- 
phere of its many shops. Her last 
stop on Nassau Street, just before 
the Cloak & Dagger Book Store 
was a New Age shop called Crys- 
tal Memories. Nicki had attended 
a few lectures there, on Tarot, 
past lives, spirits, and her favor- 
ite subject, karma. No matter that 
her friend, Phoebe, didn’t believe 
in the metaphysical. Nicki found 
it all fascinating. 

“Hello, Nicki.” The shop’s 
owner, Betty Andrews, greeted 
her with a broad smile. Petite in 


‘stature, Betty wore a floral skirt 


and blouse, her gray-white hair 
twisted into a neat bun. “I was 
hoping you’d come in,” she said, . 
her eyes aglow. 

“Uh-oh. Sounds like it’s going 
to cost me money,” Nicki replied 
and laughed. 

Betty’s quaint manner was ut- 
terly charming. “Did my book 
come in today?” she asked hope- 
fully, eager to read more on past 
lives. 

“Better than that,” Betty said, 
clasping her hands together like a 
small child with a juicy secret. 
“Take a gander at this.” Deftly, 
despite her arthritic fingers, Betty 
opened blue velvet drawstring 
pouch to reveal a double pointed 
crystal, the largest that Nicki had 
ever seen. It glistened with the 
beauty of an icicle and almost the 
same clarity. When Nicki took it 
from the old woman’s hands, she 
felt a radiant energy warm the 
skin of her palms and fingers. 
“Do you like it?” Betty asked 
with a huge smile. 

Nicki was at a loss for words, 
too absorbed in the quartz’s re- 
splendence. 

She gently stroked the smooth- 
ness of it, examining it from all 
angles. And if she wasn’t mis- 
taken, the more she handled it, 
the warmer it grew. 

“How much?” Nicki asked. 

“Five hundred dollars,” Betty 
replied without batting an eye. 

Nicki frowned. Five hundred 
dollars for a chunk of rock. Well, 
a mineral. But just the same, it 
was a lot of money. Her disap- 
pointment gave way as a new cus- 
tomer entered the shop. 

“Can help you?” Betty of- 
fered, leaving Nicki a moment of 
privacy to contemplate the crys- 
tal. 

“A friend told me about this 
place. I’m looking for. . .” 


Nicki, realizing the man’s 
voice had trailed off, suddenly 
felt eyes peering over her shoul- 
der. 

“Magnificent.” He breathed 
the word more than spoke it. 

She turned to find him mes- 
merized by the crystal in her 
hands. In a few short strides he 
was beside her, the musky scent 
of his cologne registering favor- 
ably with her senses. As did his 
appearance. Fortyish, she 
guessed. Clad in designer jeans 
and sporting a crisp, white T- 
shirt. Dark, chin-length hair sur- 
rounded his ruggedly handsome 
face, while a few shorter strands 
hung haphazardly over languid 
brown eyes. He could have 
stepped out of a men’s clothing 
catalog. Was that why he seemed 
vaguely familiar? 

“Are you buying that, 
ma’am?” he asked politely. 

Nicki dreaded being placed on 
the spot. His intrusion on her dis- 
covery didn’t give her time to 
think. “Yes,” she said, her voice 
shaky to her own ears. Was it the 
fact she was about to lay out five 
hundred dollars for a frivolous 
purchase? Or was it his nearness 
and the butterfly sensations it 
was Causing in her stomach? 
Nicki laid the piece on its velvet 
pouch, while she fished in her 
purse for her wallet. 

“Have you another like it?” he 
asked Betty. 

“I’m afraid not. This is a spe- 
cial one. You just don’t find crys- 
tals like that every day.” 

While Betty rang up the sale, 
the man turned his attention to 
Nicki. ‘‘ Would you mind terribly 
if I looked at it?” he asked. Nicki 
hesitated at first. She had read 
that crystals picked up energy 
from people who handled them. 
Oh, what the heck. She would 
just give it a cleansing treatment 
when she got it home. 

“Sure,” Nicki answered, grasp- 
ing the quartz by one pointy end. 
But when his hand touched the 
opposite point, the crystal burned 
hot, much hotter than when Nicki 
had handled it alone. Then the 
quartz radiated such a blinding 
light that Nicki could no longer 
see her surroundings, nor the 
man standing less than a foot 
away. Terrified, she released her 
grasp on the quartz to shield her 
eyes. Her mascara and eyeliner 
ran, forcing her burning eyes to 
close even tighter. 

Frantically, she felt about her 
purse for a tissue to wipe away 
the tears and makeup. Gratefully 
she found one and several mo- 
ments later she was able to open 
her eyes once more. She blinked 
in disbelief. Betty was gone. So 
was the stranger. And Nicki 
found herself looking up at a sign 
that read “Blacksmith and Liv- 
or. 

Half expecting Clint Eastwood 
to come walking around the 
bend, Nicki hesitantly took a step 
forward and touched the railing 
where several horses were tied. It 
felt real, solid. And the smell of 
hay and manure, not to mention 
horse sweat, confirmed that she 
was, indeed, standing outside a _ 
livery. But how? She had taken a 
few regression classes at Crystal 
Memories, but this was no regres- 
sion. Of that she was sure. Re- 
gressions usually came in flashes 
of memory — a place, a face. 
This was like walking onto a 
movie set of the old west. Don’t 
panic, she told herself. There 
must be a logical explanation. As 
she looked about, her heart 
skipped a beat in relief. Him! 
The man from Betty's store was 


approaching her, carrying a sad- a 


dle over his shoulder. 

“Hey,” Nicki shouted. “It’s 
me!” But he failed to acknow- 
ledge her 
blocked his path and came face’ 
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greeting. Persistent, she 
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to face with him. “I never got your 
name...back there...in the store.” No reply. 
® “Don’t you remember?” 

He let the saddle slide off his shoulder 
and rested it against a post, while he fished 
out a smoke. Lighting it, he turned to ad- 
dress Nicki. “Can't say | recognize you, 
ma’am. What store would you be talking 
about?” 

“Crystal Memories,” Nicki said. ‘We 
were looking at a crystal. When you 

@ touched it...” Should she go on? “When 

you touched it, we wound up here. Wher- 

ever here is.” 

“Silver Springs, Colorado. Did you get 
off at the wrong stop, ma’am?” 

“Wrong stop?” Nicki asked. 

“The train,” he offered. “ Happens 
sometimes. Folks get to talking and don’t 
pay attention.” He hoisted his saddle 
again and made for the livery door. Mo- 
“ments later, he was leading a tall, hand- 

some paint stallion out of the barn. 

Nicki watched him mount the animal 
with ease and was surprised when he of- 
fered her a hand up. “Let’s go.” 

“Go?” Nicki didn’t move. 

“It hit me while I was in the stable.” 

“Hit you?” 

“Was such a long time ago, I’d given 

® upon you.” The stranger shifted in his sad- 

dle and, producing a piece of paper from 

his back pocket, handed it to Nicki. She 

Ki unfolded it to find a crudely drawn picture 

of herself. Beneath the sketch was the 

name Noralee Wilks. Startling. But not 
nearly as startling as the caption on the 
page. “Mail Order Brides”! 

“Tam not Noralee Wilks!” Nicki in- 

® sisted. “Who are you?” she demanded to 

know. 

Touching the brim of his black cowboy 

hat, he then leaned down and offered her a 

gloved hand. “Cyrus Longford,” he said, 

now looking at Nicki in a way that made 

i her blush. She hesitated before shaking his 

hand. When she did, his grip was like a 
vise as he flung her up on the saddle be- 

~ hind him. With a kick, the beast was pro- 

~ pelled into a gallop, and Nicki grabbed 

Cyrus about the waist for fear of falling 
off. After a somewhat harrowing ride, they 
came upon a log home with a barn situated 
in the distance near a running stream. 

“Here we are,” Cyrus said, grabbing 
hold of Nicki’s arm and helping her slide 

a off. Then he dismounted as well and 

~ slapped the horse on its rump, sending it 

on its way to the barn. 

“Mr. Longford,” Nicki began, holding 
up a hand as he came near her. Her palm 
pressed against his cotton shirt, through 
which she could feel the hardness of his 
chest. “I am not your mail order bride. I 
don’t belong here. I don’t even belong in 

this century.” 

/ @ “You women from back east sure talk a 

jot. And...well, I never saw anyone dress 

like that either,” he said. 
From the moment Nicki arrived 
in...Where did he say they were...Colo- 

: rado?...she knew she looked out of place 
in her blue jeans and tank top. Not to men- 
tion her summer sandals. 

= “What year is this?” she asked care- 
we fully. 

“1865. Just how long did it take you to 
get here?” he asked. 

} Now it was her turn not to answer as 

she marveled at the scenery and the 

sounds of nature that surrounded them. 
New Jersey was nothing like this. Oh, 
there were still some nice places that the 

__» Shopping plaza moguls and housing devel- 

-* ~ opers missed. But there was a sweetness to 

the air here, a peacefulness she couldn’t 

quite describe. 

When she looked up at Cyrus, she 
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Cyrus said, adding a log to the stone fire- 
place. “I hope the ranch suits you.” 

“Cyrus...,” Nicki began, about to tell 
him she didn’t belong here. But when he 
looked at her with such evident admira- 
tion, she couldn’t hurt him. Not after all 
the pain he’d been through. Instead, she 
said, “The ranch is lovely.” He smiled 
from where he sat by the fire, his soft 
brown eyes glistening as they caught the 
light of the flames. The crystal had glowed 
in the same fashion, Nicki thought. And 
look at all the trouble that had gotten her 
into. 


** * 


Nicki's watch read three a.m. Being a 
gentleman, Cyrus had given her the use of 
his room and stayed in the parlor. Grab- 
bing her purse, Nicki edged across the 
floor, careful of any squeaky boards. But 
it wasn’t until she’d reached the window, 
hoisted it and climbed outside, that she 
breathed a sigh of relief. Despite her attrac- 
tion to Cyrus Longford, she couldn’t bring 
herself to stay. No big deal, she thought. 
He could just order another bride. 

In the barn, Nicki found the paint stal- 
lion and two other horses, all of which 
snorted slightly at her approach. Deciding 
on a small brown mare, she threw a blan- 
ket and saddle on it, then slipped on a bri- 
dle, all the while thanking her mom for the 
riding lessons she’d had as a child. 

Everything looked different in the dark, 
but she kept to a well-worn path and soon 
found herself back at the Blacksmith and 
Livery. As she sat atop the mare, contem- 
plating her next move, a dark-skinned man 
came out of the shop. Surveying her and 
her mount, he spat some tobacco, then 
asked, “Cyrus Longford’s mare, ain’t 
she?” 

“Yes...well, I mean, she was. I bought 
her,” she lied, even sounding false to her- 
self. Karma had become the furthest thing 
from her mind. 

“No, you didn’t,” came the reply. 
When she didn’t say anything, he added. 
“I know you're lying. Cyrus bought that 


The depth of his eyes chilled 
her soul. She wanted to run, 
but also in some strange way, 
wanted to stay here with him. 
Was that possible? That she 
could live in another time? A 
time that had already been re 
corded in history? The 
thought overwhelmed her. 


little filly from me after she was weaned. 
For his son. He’d never sell her.” 

Nicki just wanted to be home. In New 
Jersey. Why was she sent here? She dis- 
mounted and handed the reins to the black 
man. “Tell him I’m sorry,” she said and 
ran off to hide. 
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-Nicki made herself a bed in some wil- 
lowy grasses near a cluster of tall trees, us- 
ing her purse as a pillow. She tossed and 
turned for several hours, even swearing 
she could detect the faint odor of smoke. 
Fireplaces, she assured herself. Which she 
would have welcomed in contrast to the 
cold hardness of the ground. Despite that, 
she was relieved that Cyrus 
hadn’t come to look for 
her. Or, if he had, he 
hadn’t found her. But she 
figured it was only a matter 
of time. 


‘And what about time? Has 
anyone seen it recently?’ 


Is it not a myth? 

made greater than the gods 
to keep us still, obedient 
dictating when to breathe 

or wake or sleep 

in its confines I am mad 
frozen in a maze 

forced to play 

in a surreal race (an Escher sketch) 
where there is no beginning 
and no end 

many exits and none 

of “I can never do enough” 
grasping at the air above 

as if my hand could possibly 
make tangible 

the invisible. 


I peer behind me 

at what time has left 

I look ahead and pray for time to 
give 

| leave my marks upon the walls 
To give me future 

I beg my fate to not give up. 


Oh time! Is it so much in control? 
A laughing dictator of its subjects 
I stand suspended 


looking at yesterday and tomorrow 
this morning and tonight 

the sun, the moon 

neither here nor there 

I float 

only within the restraints 

of its evil chains 

its endless maze 

its mocking vagueness 

upon my skin. 


Who are you time, to judge me 

lost or late? 

You are not even a Statue or an al- 
tar 

that I could throw my disillusioned 
body up against. 

You are not a painting or a geologi- 
cal dig : 

but you serve as rock and feel as 
solid. 


We feign you are perceptive 

that you hold the ultimate intuition 
but like an abyss 

all questions fall apart 

as soon as they are asked. 


— Arianna Astuni 


Astuni is a member of the New Bruns- 
wick Writers Group and freelances for 
Hub Metro, a central New Jersey publi- 
cation. 


ered in dirt and soot, their clothing singed. 

Nicki ran to the blacksmith’s shop, 
where she found him dripping in perspira- 
tion as he pounded a chunk of metal into 
the shape of a horseshoe. Seeing her, he 
brushed the sweat from his brow and said, 
““Guess you’ ve heard.” 

Her throat tightened as her mouth 
formed the word, “No.” 

He pounded the metal harder. Was that 
a tear in his eye? “Longford place burned 
to the ground last night.” 

“What?!” Disbelief washed over Nicki. 
How? When? She’d been there only hours 
ago. It didn’t seem possible. If only she’d 
never left. If only she’d paid more atten- 
tion to the smell of the smoke. If only... 

“Passing rider saw the flames. He 
called out, but no one answered. By the 
time help arrived...” He didn’t finish his 
thought. 

Nicki burst into tears. ; 

“Miss?” She heard the blacksmith’s 
voice, but couldn’t look at him. “Cyrus 
Longford didn’t die in that fire. He died 
years ago with the death of his family.” 

The smith’s effort to console her, and 
possibly himself, failed to make Nicki feel 
any less remorse. While there may have 
been some truth to his words, Nicki knew 
that Cyrus Longford hadn’t given up on 
love. Not if the sparkle she had seen in his 
eyes were any indication of his feelings 
for her. 

““Noralee?” 

Nicki turned, unaware she had an- 
swered to an identity she had long forgot- 
ten. But she immediately recognized her 
friend, Louisa Rawlings, standing there, 
handkerchief blotting at her eyes. Her arm 
was entwined with that of a tall, thin man. 

“I’m so sorry, Noralee. He seemed like 
such a decent man. I’m so thankful for my 
George, but maybe...I mean...in time, you 
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Call today for details! 


can advertise through the service again. 
They'll find you a husband. I’m sure of it.” 

She was Noralee Wilks! Or she had 
been. And it was her fault that Cyrus Long- 
ford died brokenhearted and alone. If she 
hadn’t had second thoughts the night be- 
fore their wedding, she would have been 
there with him. She would have saved 
him. Tears flooded her eyes until she 
could no longer see. 

“You don’t know that for sure,” she'd 
heard someone say. Had she been thinking 
out loud moments ago? 

Nicki dried her eyes and opened them 
to find herself standing once again in the 
crystal shop. To her dismay, she looked 
down to find the stranger picking up her 
crystal from the floor, only now it was in 
two pieces. He continued speaking, “I 
mean, there’s always a chance there could 
be another like it somewhere.” 

Betty expressed her doubts as she 
handed Nicki her sales receipt. 

“Wait,” the man said, “we both 
dropped it. Let me pay for half. Besides, 
it’s still beautiful.” Before Nicki could 
protest, he insisted Betty rewrite the sale. 

“By the way, I’m Patrick.” 

“Nicki.” 

He offered his hand, which she firmly 
shook. Then he held up his half of the crys- 
tal and asked Nicki to place her half 
against it. “Feel that?” he asked in amaze- 
ment. 

“You feel the heat, too?” she asked, 
never imagining his reply. 

“It’s almost as hot as the springs in 
Colorado.” 


Chelle Martin is a member of New Jersey 
Romance Writers and Romance Writers of 
America. A resident of South Amboy, she is 


currently working on several novel length 
books. 
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Then she saw it. The 
town undertaker’s horse- 
drawn wagon, coming 
down the dirt street from 
the direction of Cyrus’ 
homestead. A group of rid- 
ers clustered behind, cov- 
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Inthe space of an evening, Nicki 
~ learned that Cyrus Longford had been a 
widower for twelve years, his wife dying 
childbirth, along with their baby son. 
if that weren’t bad enough, he lost his 
-born son two years later. : 
“We can find the preacher tomorrow, 
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a Meet the Realtors that 


MOVE Mercer County 


Pkease visit our website: 
www.MercerCounty TopProducers.com 


TOPE 
ASSOCIATION 


Buying or Selling Your Home is a Very Personal 


Decision...Choosing a Member of Top Producers 
Is a Guarantee to Professional Service... 


RESIDENTIAL BROKERAGE 


SUSAN GORDON 


A Princeton resident and 
real estate agent for 23 yeary 
609 921-1411 x 122 

office direct: 609 688-4813 


princetonrealestate.net 


experience - trust - reliability - service 


TOP 2% OF SALES ASSOCIATES NATIONALLY 


+ Experience 
+ Honesty 
+ Integrity 


4 a - Sale & Rentals 


STOCKTON REAL ESTATE, LL. 
AA Princeton Tradition > 


32 Chambers Street * Princeton, NJ 08542 "+ 
1-800-763-1416 © 609-924-1416 


Through these doors pass the most important people, 
our clients, who seeka small, caring hometown office 
utilizing a global network, 


COLDWCLL Princeton Office: 


10 Nassau Street 
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The Illusion, New Jersey 
Shakespeare Festival, F.M. 
Kirby Theater, Drew University, 
Madison, 973-408-5600. Pierre 
Corneille’s 17th century tale of 
sorcery, love, and youth, Pre- 
view. $32 to $51. 8 p.m. 


Jekyll & Hyde, Open Air Thea- 
ter, Washington Crossing State 
Park, 609-737-1826. Musical 
about the dark side of 19th cen- 
tury London. $8. 8 p.m. 


Direct From Moscow, Prince- 
ton Summer Theater, Hamilton 
Murray Theater, 609-258-7062. 
$12 to $14. 8 p.m. 


Dancing 


Princeton Country Dancers, 
Princeton Friends School, 470 
Quaker Road, 609-683-7956. 
Ridge Kennedy calls to music 
by Grumblin’ Rustic. $6. 8 p.m. 


Literati 


Barnes & Noble, 869 Route 1 
South, North Brunswick, 732- 
545-7966. Writers’ forum for ex- 
perienced and beginning writ- 
ers. Free. 7:30 p.m. 


History 


Food for Thought, New Jersey 
State Museum, 205 West State 
Street, Trenton, 609-292-6310. 
Docent-led lunchtime tour of the 
exhibits “River of Leisure: Rec- 
reation Along the Delaware 
River and Bay” and “Cruising 
Down the Delaware.” Free. 
12:15 p.m. 


Hot Spots 


Sandy Sasso, Triumph Brew- 
ing, 138 Nassau Street, 609- 
924-7855. Traditional jazz. 9:30 
p.m. 


For Families 


_ Flight Night, Plainsboro Public 


Library, 641 Plainsboro Road, 
609-275-2897. Operators of re- 
mote-controlled flying machines 
are encouraged to join rockets 
and ornithoptors created during 
the summer program. 6 p.m. 


Lectures 


UFO Study Group, Hamilton 
Township Library, Municipal 
Drive, 609-631-8955. Pat Mar- 
cattilio hosts monthly meetings 
about UFOs, psychic phenom- 


ena, ghosts, bigfoot, lake mon- 


sters, and government invoive- 
ment. Free. 7:30 p.m. 


Outer Circie Ski Club, Good 
Time Charley's, Route 27, King- 
ston, 609-588-9047. Active out- 
door club for adults over 21 
meets first Wednesday of each 
month. 8 p.m. 


Sports 


Trenton Thunder, Waterfront 
Park, 609-394-8326. Norwich. 
$8. 12:05 p.m. 


Thursday 


August 8 
Literati 


U.S. 1 Summer Fiction 
Party, Barnes & Noble, 
MarketFair, Route 1 
South, 609-897-9250. For 
readers and writers, a 
gathering and reading of 
poetry and prose publish- 
ed in this U.S. 1’s Sixth 
Annual Summer Fiction is- 
sue. Complimentary des- 
serts from the cafe and 
hors d’oeuvres by Big 
Fish Seafood. Free. 5 to 
7:30 p.m. 


Poetry Slam, The Urban 
Word, 449 South Broad, 
Trenton, 609-989-7777. 
$5 cover goes towards 
cash prize. 8:30 p.m. 


Collectibles Month, Kuser 
Farm Mansion, 390 Newkirk 
Avenue, Hamilton, 609-890- 
3630. “Advertising Tins” and 
Ephemera." Also Friday through 
Sunday, August 9 to 11. Regis- 
ter. Free. Noon. 


Outdoor Concerts 


Rich Fiore Jazz Quartet, Green- 
way, 502 Carnegie Center, 732- 
545-7200. Summer lunchtime 
music series. In case of rain, 
performances are scheduled for 
ithe following day. Free. Noon. 


Sound Dragon, Lawrenceville 
Main Street, Weeden Park, 
Main Street, 609-219-9300. Mu- 
sic in the Park concert continues 
with a Jersey-based band with 
classic rock influences. Free. 7 
p.m. 


Pop Music 


Kenny Rogers, PNC Bank Arts 
Center, Holmdel, 732-335- 
8698. $16.75 to $62.75. 7:30 
p.m. 


The Classic Yes Tour 2002, 
Tweeter Center, 1 Harbour 
Boulevard, Camden, 856-338- 
9000. $28.50 to $65. 8 p.m. 


Plainsboro Public Library, 641 - 


Plainsboro Road, 609-275- 
2899. Talk on “Masters of the 
Italian Renaissance” presented 
by art historian Lori Verderame, 
director of Masterpiece Galler- 
ies. Free. 7 p.m. 


How to Succeed in Business 
Without Really Trying, Actors’ 
NET, 635 North Delmorr Ave- 
nue, Morrisville, 215-295-3694. 
Musical. $15. 6 p.m. 


King Lear, Princeton Rep 
Shakespeare Festival, Pet- 
toranello Garden, Community 
Park North, Route 206 and 
Mountain Avenue, 609-92 1- 
3682. Opening night. Perform- 
ances continue Thursday 
through Sunday, to September 
1. $10 donation requested. 7 
p.m. 


The Boss: Bruce 
Springsteen and the 
E Street Band rock 
Continental Airlines 
Arena and open a 
world tour Wednes- 
day, August 7. 212- 
307-4100. 
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Dangerous Curves, Cafe Thea- 
tre, George Street Playhouse, 9 
Livingston Avenue, New Bruns- 
wick, 908-273-3946. Summer 
theater in a cafe setting. $18.50 
includes a coffee. 8 p.m. 


The Illusion, New Jersey 
Shakespeare Festival, F.M. 
Kirby Theater, Drew University, 
Madison, 973-408-5600. $32 to 
$51. 8 p.m. 


Jekyll & Hyde, Open Air Thea- 
ter, Washington Crossing State 
Park, 609-737-1826. Musical 
about the dark side of 19th cen- 
tury London. $8. 8 p.m. 


The Fantasticks, Princeton 
Summer Theater, Hamilton 
Murray Theater, 609-258-7062. 
Musical. Post show discussion. 
$12 to $14. 8 p.m. 


Film 
Dinner and a Movie: II Postino, 
New Brunswick City Market, 


State Theater, Livingston Ave- 
nue, New Brunswick, 732-545- 
4849. City Market's Thursday 
night series of classic summer 
movies on the big screen of the 
opulently renovated RKO thea- 
ter continues. This week’s eve- 
ning, featuring “I! Postino,” be- 
gins at 5:30 p.m. with happy 
hour in the theater lobby with 
Mediterranean hors d'oeuvres 
and cocktail from North Star 
Cafe. The film-focuses on the 
Chilean poet and diplomat, Pa- 
blo Nerudo, who was forced into 
exile begins at 6:30 p.m. After 
the show, your ticket stub enti- 
tles you to benefits at any of 18 
participating restaurants and 
bars. $7 at the door. 5:30 p.m. 


Bread and Tulips, South Bruns- 
wick Public Library, 110 King- 
ston Lane, Monmouth Junction, 
732-329-4000. In Italian with 
English subtitles. Free. 7 p.m. 


Experience the power of Neuro-Linguistic Programming 
Introductory and certification programs 


Using WordsThat Change Minds© 
NLP Coaching Advantage Training 
September 7 - 8, 2002 

This program is designed for people 
who intend to use or already use 
coaching skills in their profession 


The Princeton 
Center for 


NLP 


NLP Practitioner Certification Training 
Traditional - Thorough - Transformative 


One weekend a month 


September to June, 2003 
Starting September 28 - 29, 2002 


NLP Technician Certification Training 
Essentials of Neuro-Linguistic 
Programming 

Basic NLP skills program 

One weekend a month 

September to February, 2003 

Starting 28 - 29, 2002 


Find out how this can work for you. 
For Brochure or Registration 


Call 609-689-3748 
E-mail - nlpprinc@optonline.net 


www. nlpprinceton.com 
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SINGLES BY MAIL 


To Respond: Put your reply in a sealed envelope 
with the box # on it, and mail it with $1 to 
U.S. 1 Singles, 12 Roszel Road, Princeton 08540. 


1 Response Box 111992 
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U.S. 
42 Roszel Road 


Princeton, NJ 08540 


1 Singles Exchange 


It’s low-tech but highly selective. 


TO SUBMIT your ad simply send it by mail or fax or E-mail to U.S. 1. 
Include your name and the address to which we should send responses 
(we will keep that information confidential). We will assign a box number, 
print the ad in forthcoming issues of U.S. 1 and forward all responses to 
you ASAP. Remember: it’s free, and people can respond to you for just $1. 


MEET SOMEONE NEW! 


Now is the time to try U.S. 1’s free Singles By Mail classifieds, with a charge of just $1 for anyone seeking 
to reply to your ad. Submit your personal ad to U.S. 1 and let us forward replies in confidence to you. 


If you can’t put pen to paper, you can’t participate in the U.S. 1 Singles Exchange. 
It's geographically targeted — respondents are people who live or work in the U.S. 1 circulation 
area and read U.S. 1. And best of all, it costs just $1 to respond. No hidden charges. 


U.S. 1 Singles Exchange, 12 Roszel Road, Princeton 08540 © Fax: 609-452-0033 ¢ E-mail: info@princetoninfo.com Questions? Call us at 609-452-7000. 


TO RESPOND simply write out your reply, put 
it in an envelope marked with the box number 
you are responding to, and mail that with $1 in 
cash to U.S. 1 Singles Exchange, 

12 Roszel Road, Princeton 08540. 
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MEN SEEKING WOMEN 


Affabie, Affluent, Articulate Pro- 
fessional Man: seeks fit or athletic 
woman, fifty-something. Prefer person 
who: 1) matches my ability to hear a 
different voice - accepting persons who 
have different views 2) generally be- 
lieves truth is subjective, and 3) seeks 
LTR. Box 214385. 


F/T Mr.Mom, P/T Love Slave: Mid- 
die-aged widower w/young elementary 
school children seeks low-mainte- 
nance, high energy at-home mom for 
kids, lover for self, preferably the same 
person. Ideal applicant needs to be 
Savvy w/care and nurturing of pre-teen 
children, playful and helpful with 
spouse, able to think on feet, flexible, 
innovative, smart as well as intelligent, 
inquisitive, artistic and creative, gener- 
ally optimistic, upbeat and cheery. 
Should be comfortable in overalls and 
sweats as well as sieek evening 
dresses and swimwear. Desire to sail 
small boats, row and swim. Prefer tall, 
tomboyish-appearance.Should be able 
to converse intelligently w/grade- 
schoolers as well as college Profs. 
Send resume, along with recent photo- 
graph. Sense of humor or at least long- 
suffering tolerance of potential future 
mate also required. Box 220356 


I’m Seeking an Intelligent and 
Eclectic Woman: Who desires physi- 
cal and emotional harmony and who 
enjoys culturally diverse and fun activi- 
ties leading to personal fulfillment and 
emotional satisfaction. My interests are 
varied and range from theatre, film, 
sports, travel and music to metaphys- 
ics, writing and a healthy lifestyle. | am 
single, 49, 6'1, 185 Ibs, African Ameri- 
can, a very good communicator and 
have a great sense of humor. | enjoy 
good conversation and the free ex- 
change of ideas. | most admire people 
who are genuine and positive-minded. 
If you are a fun-loving person, who can 
with equal facility enjoy a good film, a 
good book or a good laugh, and seek 
someone who likewise is positive, inter- 
esting, and caring, | would enjoy hear- 
ing from you. Box 220297. 


Widower White Male: 5’7", husky. 
Looking for single white female 40-50 
yrs. of age. I’m secure and my own 
person. Well-traveled, easy-going. Re- 
tired - 52 years of age. No air-heads or 
games. Send photo & phone #. Let me 
stop you from searching. Never a re- 
gret, | promise. Tired of being alone and 
need a bright light to find? Don’t be shy. 
Just fit the bill & I'll be there. Box 
220484. 


WOMEN SEEKING MEN 


Active, Upbeat, Easy-going DWF: 
with a lust for life would like to meet a 
tall, white, nonsmoking gentieman - late 
50's/early 60's for companionship and 
romance, hopefully leading to true love. 
You are, like me, well-traveled, curious, 
adventurous and positive, willing to 
share intellectual, cultural, romantic 
and fun times. | am 5’6" with short, 
frosted hair, slim attractive and a classy 
dreSser. My interests include New York, 
the shore, theatre, music, dancing, 
travel and spending time with the right 
person. if you are gentle yet strong, 


_ emotionally and physically fit, happy 


WOMEN SEEKING MEN 


with your life and yourself and willing to 
share both, you may just be the man | 
am looking for. No drugs, no games, 
please. A photo would be appreciated. 
Box 219147, 


Beautiful Birthday Goddess: desir- 
ing to meet special man: | am a 5'3", 
113 Ib. blond haired, amber eyed multi- 
dimensional woman with a golden 
heart. In 95 | was honored by Gov. 
Whitman and the state assembly as a 
scholar and leader in service to my 
community. | wish to be honored and 
appreciated by a kind, attractive, open 
hearted man who will enjoy being my 
companion and eventual spiritual part- 
ner. Men looking for casual sex need 
not respond. | am 47 years young today, 
July 15th, and look and feel like !’m 30. 
| love metaphysics, music, singing, 
theater, channeling, swimming, boat- 
ing, nature, dancing, and dolphins. | am 
a holistic health care practitioner and 
massage therapist with a delightful 12 
yr. old daughter still at home with me. 
Send me a birthday greeting and let me 
know what you have to offer this very 
courageous and adventurous being 
who is honored to serve mother Earth 
and all her inhabitants. Let’s share 
some love and great fun on this vaca- 
tion planet. Box 220499. 


Dream About Writing the Great 
American Novel? Me too. Are you 
creative, fun, outgoing, somewhat un- 
conventional, have many interests? Me 
too. Are you a people person? I’m a 
DJPW nonsmoker, mid 50’s, who's fit, 
runs, does yoga, loves movies, theatre, 
ethnic dinners, reading and gardening 
and loves to keep busy. Box 220305. 


WOMEN SEEKING MEN 


DWF, 45, Easy-going Catholic: I’m 
5’6", medium build with auburn hair, 
beautiful blue eyes & light skin. Inter- 
ests include: music, movies, travel, 
slow dancing, NY theatre, Jersey 
shore, travel, walks in the park, day trips 
& open to learn/experience new things! 
\SO anonsmoking, spontaneous, white 
male 35-55 - with a sense of humor and 
adventure! Can't wait to hear from you. 
Box 220309. 


Extremely Sexy, Pretty, Green- 
eyed, Golden-haired DWF: Looks 
30’s (48), medium weight, height. ISO 
cute, white, hunk type of a guy for mo- 
nogamous dating - must be available - 
for possible LTR. Prefer NS, no facial or 
heavy body hair, w/out young children, 
age 30-45. Be 5’10"-6'1", at least 175 
to 225 lbs. Box 210830. 


Hi: Are you the one I’m looking for? | 
am 56 yrs. old, 5’11", plus size (but not 
extremely so). Hazel eyes, chestnut 
brown hair. Catholic, love people and 
children. | believe a man & woman 
should see each other & be together for 
that person & what they are about. | am 
very loving and caring, a good listener 
- | pay attention to my man. | am looking 
for someone who doesn’t have a drink- 
ing problem & preferably a nonsmoker, 
but smoking is ok, too. Ataller man who 
likes to cuddle. | like to eat out, but there 
are times when | just like staying home, 
eating & watching TV & doing some 
cuddling. | like music, dancing, the 
beach. | would love to walk on the 
beach holding hands with you if you’re 
for it. | am looking for a possible rela- 
tionship - who knows, if any of this 
strikes you, maybe you're the one. If 
you were my man, you would have to 
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Some pieces of framed art 
are best displayed atone, 
while others just look lonely. 
Bring us all of your loners and 
let us make them part of a group. 


2663 Nottingham Way 
Hamilton, NJ 


WOMEN SEEKING MEN 


be clean-cut, sincere, honest, attentive, 
and most importantly, faithful. Box 
220352. 


FRIENDS 


Straight: Attractive woman wishes to 
hook-up with same age 45-55 for din- 
ners out/clubs, etc. Box 220346 


| Am Over Weight: | like a man be- 
tween 40-73 that has kids. Likes the 
mall and watching TV, friendly, caring, 
honest, married-minded. Just white, 
N/S, N/D that has a job. Box 220441. 


Pretty Petite: DWF, 49, no children. 
Outgoing, smart, funny, loving creative, 
honest. Loves kids, family outdoors, 
movies, cooking, music, NYC. Looking 
for S/DWM, 35-50, handsome, fit, N/S, 
smart, funny, secure, with similar inter- 
ests, for fun/friendship first. Include 
photo please. Box 220388. 


Seeking An Energetic Man: Be- 
tween 35-45 for serious relationship. 
Attractive and fun loving. Please send 
photo.Box 220539. 


Sweet, Attractive, Intelligent, 
Youthful-looking: 58, DJF, NS, 5’4", 
enjoys music, dancing, walking, swim- 
ming, beach, cooking, dining out, mov- 
ies, theatre, travel. Seeking fun-loving 
gentleman to share life together. Re- 
cent photo appreciated. Box 220523. 


SWF: 43, petite, attractive, blue 
eyes, brown hair. Enjoys walking/hiking 
in the woods, botanical gardens, the 
shore, day trips, ethnic dining, boating, 
biking, movies, reading, cooking, 
smooth jazz and new age music. Would 
like to meet someone in his 40’s who is 
down-to-earth, enjoys nature, is attrac- 
tive, has a sense of humor and similar 
interests. Please respond with note and 
photo. Box 218823. 


HOW TO ORDER 


Singles By Mail: To place your free 
ad in this section mail it to U.S. 1, 12 
Roszel Road, Princeton 08540, fax it to 
609-452-0033, or E-mail. it to info- 
@princetoninfo.com. Be sure to include 
a physical address to which we can 
send responses. 


HOW TO RESPOND 


To Respond: Place your note in an 
envelope, write the box number on the 
envelope, and mail it with $1 cash to 
U.S. 1 at the address above. 


SINGLES BY E-MAIL 


Get Your Responses Instantly. 
People viewing your personal ad in U.S. 
1 or on our website, princetoninfo.com, 
can now respond directly to your E-mail 
address. If you would like to use this 
option, simply send us your ad with your 
E-mail address and just $10 for three 
insertions. People responding to your 
ad pay nothing and you get their E-mail 
responses instantly. To place your ad in 
this section mail it to U.S. 1, 12 Roszel 
Road, Princeton 08540, fax it to 609- 
452-0033, or E-mail it to info @prince- 
toninfo.com. Prepayment required. 


CLASSIFIED BY FAX 


609-452-0033 
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My Short 
Fabulous Career 


by Robert Motley 


he sun shone, the robins 

sang, the buds erupted. It 

was spring. I strolled along 
Witherspoon Street, clad in an 
Outback bush jacket and match- 
ing khaki pants, my geriatric 
white sneakers making a squishy 
sound on the pavement. A quick 
peek inside the Small World Cof- 
fee Shop revealed the absence of 
old friends. They had dwindled 
in the past few years: Jeff, a 
physicist, had abandoned his 
fruitless quest for a new source 
of energy to return to his family 
farm in rural Georgia; Henry’s 
great American novel was re- 
jected by a dozen publishers; 
now he writes obituaries for the 
St. Petersburg Times. 

I sat down on a street bench 
near Griggs Corner opposite the 
concrete slab that once supported 
the town library and considered 
the colorful history of the old — 
now defunct — restaurants in our 
town: the Balt; Griggs Imperial 
Restaurant, popular with students 
and the African-American com- 
munity; and the former Buffalo 
Wings restaurant, which the two 
Menendez brothers ran (from 
their cells) while awaiting trial in 
California for the murder of their 
parents. . 

I must have dozed off, because 
the next thing I remember is a 
thin young man wearing an or- 
ange T-shirt, two gold rings in 
his left ear, his hair contorted in 
red spikes, so that he looked like 
the devil himself. Had I died and 
gone to the netherworld? His first 
words dispelled that illusion. 

“Sir, sir. Can I talk to you?” 

I breathed a sigh of relief. If I 
learned anything from the Catho- 
lic Church, it is that the devil 
never speaks in an apologetic 
manner. He is either sly and in- 
sidious, or harsh and demanding. 

“Of course, go ahead.” 

“Could I ask a great favor?” 

“As long as it’s not illegal.” 

“Oh no! This is strictly legit. 
Would you have any time to give 
us tomorrow afternoon?” 

“Who are us?” 

“Well, I’m the coordinator for 
an NYU film crew. We shoot to- 
morrow in Princeton. It’s my 
Master’s thesis and I’ve got to or- 
ganize the camera crew, find the 
actors and do the filming.” 

“You want me to run the cam- 
era?” 

“Oh no. You'll be, like, the 
star.” 
“Me? Why not one of the 
beautiful minds on campus?” 

“Oh sir, you’re just what we 
need!” 

“Sounds like a great opportu- 
nity! When do you need me?” 

“ About one o’clock tomor- 
row. Please show up at the back 
of the University Chapel, where 
the steps run down from Roth- 
schild Arch, near the statues. See 
you there.” He began to walk up 
the street, but turned suddenly. 

“Oh, by the way, don’t dress 
up. Could you find an old thread- 
bare jacket, maybe one with 
worn elbow patches? Otherwise 


you’re perfect, just as you are. 
By the way, my name’s Mike.” 

Well, you can’t : nagine the ef- 
fect of this meeting on my mo- 
rale. Here I was, a superannuated 
has-been whose sterling qualities 
had been recognized by one of 
the rising directors of the new 
generation. After trudging home 
I examined myself carefully in 
the mirror. Not bad, really. A few 
sun scars on the cheeks, some 
pouching under the eyes — an 
easy fix for any competent 
makeup man. I patted myself un- 
der the chin. Needs a little surgi- 
cal tuck, perhaps. We’ll just have 
to wait until the contract is 
signed. 

That night, as I relaxed in my 
Eames chair, ready to click the 
button for a Seinfeld rerun, a sud- 
den thought intruded. My ex- 
wife, now living in New York! 
Should I ring her before my first 
meeting with the film crew? She 
was level-headed but possessed 
an overload of skepticism very 
common among educated Euro- 
pean women. I could hear her dis- 
believing chortle: “Are you 
mad? Those people are just con 
men who’ll shake you down. 
Don’t be such a child! Grow up.” 

A con man with punk red hair? 
I know the world is weird, but 
hardly that weird. 

Next day I arrived at the ap- 
pointed place unshaven, wearing 
a threadbare gray jacket with 
fraying elbow pads, a few but- 
tons missing and one or two 
gravy stains down the front. 
Much to my surprise, except for 
a few workmen cleaning the 
chapel, the area was deserted. 


“You want me to run 
the camera?’ 
‘Oh no. You'll be, like, 
the star. 

> ‘Me? Why not one of 
the beautiful minds on. 
campus?’ 
‘Oh sir, you’re just 
what we need!’ 


Where was the film crew? Had I 
mistaken the venue? Indeed, my 
short term memory works in fits 
and starts, but I remembered 
Rothschild Arch. How could any- 
one forget the resonance between 
Princeton and Rothschild — 
privilege and wealth? 

After half an hour I scouted 
the area to check on the possibil- 
ity that the film crew had gone 
elsewhere. The “statues” proved 
to be George Segal’s Kent State 
memorial bronze “ Abraham and 
Isaac.” Abraham stands before a 
bound, kneeling Isaac with an un- 
sheathed knife, shown when he 
must decide whether to kill his 
son or cut his bonds. 

About two o’clock in the after- 
noon, several young men, care- 
lessly attired in T-shirts and 
shorts, showed up at the ap- 


pointed place and began to un- 
pack equipment. 

“Are you the camera crew 
from New York?’ I asked. 

“Yep, the director and the fac- 
ulty advisor will be here in a min- 
ute or two. Who are you?” 

“T’m the leading man for 
Mike’s film. Where are the other 
actors?” 

“TI don’t know whether there 
are any other townies this after- 
noon. Mike has had some prob- 
lems rounding up locals. We’ll 
make do with a few students.” 

““Where’s the script?” 

“Oh, didn’t Mike tell you? No 
scripts. We’re shooting only 
black and white silent films this 
semester. Why don’t you just sit 
down on the steps and relax?” 

This was a fine reception! 
Here I was, the principal actor in 
this film, with no script, no 
changing room, and no director. 

I watched as the crew pulled 
the camera equipment from the 
boxes. The black camera, a 16- 
mm model that D.W. Griffith 
would have recognized immedi- 
ately, was mounted on a tripod 
and patched with plentiful wads 
of black tape. Focussing, chang- 
ing aperture and film advancing 
had to be done by hand. 

Another interval of an hour or 
so passed before Mike and the 
rest of the crew joined us and out- 
lined the theme of the movie. 

“The film is called ‘Compas- 
sion.” Your job is to play an old 
man who has wandered onto the 
campus, where he is hassled by 
one of the students, a Princeton 
Ubermensch. He’s munching his 
lunch, and when he sees you, 
he’s like — yuck, gross! So he or- 
ders you to leave. You then wan- 
der off, but one of the good stu- 
dents ticks him off, so he hangs 
his head in shame.” 

Somehow I didn’t see an Acad- 
emy Award in my near future, 
but I had made a commitment 
and would hang around until 
they finished. Did I have any- 
thing better to do in retirement? 

We ran through a take. I came 
down through the arch and sat 
down on the lowest step. Dave, 
the haughty student, accompa- 
nied by two of his friends, all 
munching sandwiches, appeared 
at the archway. He was jovial un- 
til he saw me. Then he threw his 
sandwich to the ground in dis- 
gust, ran down the stairs and or- 
dered me off the grounds with an 
imperious gesture. With some dif- 
ficulty I arose and tottered off. 
One of his friends, appalled at his 
callous attitude, gave him a thor- 
ough dressing down. Then the 
camera panned over to the memo- 
rial statue. End of film. 

Not the end of shooting, how- 
ever. Clouds had drifted over- 
head, so the lighting was dim. 
We shot the scene again with a 
wider aperture. 

This time the scene was out of 
focus, so we repeated the action 
for a third time. Then the camera 
man discovered a possible light 
leak in the box. Someone was dis- 
patched for more tape. When re- 


at the Shoprite 


Flung onto screens 
Shoved onto billboards 


My body 
Stolen from me 


Standing in the Checkout Line 


Standing in the checkout line at the Shoprite 

I saw my body strewn across the magazine racks 
I saw my body spread before each aisle 

Basted and served hot to the hungry world 


They tried to tell me it wasn’t my body 

They tried to tell me it couldn’t be me 

But I recognized the curves 

I recognized the breasts and hips 

Though the tight smiling faces above were alien 


It was then that I knew they were lying 


They told me it wasn’t my body 
They told me I wasn’t that pretty 
They told me that I needed to be 


But I knew it was me they were selling 
My body stacked in glossy paper layers 
Plastered loudly in every store 

My body flaring bright on every TV 
Eating up eyes with its fierce, hard sheen 


Slapped onto postcards, calendars 
Strung with bikinis and compressed into tight little jeans 
Tied into brilliant submission ; 


Now stretched smugly in the front of me 
In the checkout line at the Shoprite 


— Kate Mende-Fridkis 


Mende-Fridkis this spring won first prize in the Princeton 
Arts Council’s annual Poetry Slam. Her other “passions” in- 
clude painting, singing, and playing piano. 


pairs had been finished and the 
scene shot once again, it was 
time for dinner. 

Mike yelled, “Wrap it up,” 
and invited me to the viewing 
scheduled at the end of the week 
in the basement of Chancellor 
Green on campus. I accepted, but 
my enthusiasm was decidedly 
muted, to say the least. 

Chancellor Green must have 
been the prototype for Kafka’s 
Castle. Numerous unmarked en- 
trances permit entry to the base- 
ment rooms, but there are no in- 
terconnections between different 
entries. Eventually, a woman 
speaking Russian (I had wan- 
dered into the Slavic Depart- 
ment) took me by the hand and 
pointed out the proper entry. In- 
side, about twenty students 
milled about the screening room, 

Spotting me, Mike introduced 
me to his colleagues. “We're 
waiting for Professor Clark, our 
fac advisor. Then we'll screen 
three films. Unfortunately, the 
fourth crew ran all of their film 
with a bad light leak.” 

When Clark arrived, the lights 
were immediately doused and 
screening began. The three films 
illustrated vices and virtues: love, 
anger and compassion. My own 
interest perked up when ‘Com- 
passion’ appeared on the screen. 
The reel was run through once 
with no comment or interruptions 
allowed. During the second run 
they took it apart. 

“Congratulations, Mike.” said 
Professor Clark. “Your old guy's 
great. Look at that unsteady gait, 


that stoop, the shaking hand. 
Makes you want to cry in your 
beer, doesn’t he? . .. Mike, you 
should zoom in when he realizes 
he’s not wanted . . . Isaac is not 
shown from the right angle. A 
soft focus might work well here . 
. . The fade out is much too fast . 
. . Look at the edge fog; we still 
have work to do with the light 
leak.” 

While the group argued about 
the technical aspects of the film, 
I managed to escape unnoticed, 
well before they decided to re- 
shoot the scenes the following 
day. Best to cut my losses and re- 
turn to my status as retiree. There 
are worse fates than Seinfeld and 
the boob tube. 

My next reaction to seeing my- 
self on the screen was to put 
through an order for a burial plot, 
one that I had tabled for ages. I 
had long noticed that many 
women, beautiful in youth, 
flirted in an embarrassing man- 
ner long after their beauty had 
disappeared. But I too carried 
around a self image that was 
thirty or forty years out of date. 
‘Compassion’ had jolted me into 
the 21st century. 

A week later I changed m 
mind, canceled the burial aes 
and spent the money on a hand- 
held video camera to spin my 
own version of reality. 


Robert Motley, Penn State 
Class of '53, earned his PhD in 
physics at Princeton University — 
in 1958, and spent the bulk of his 
career at the Plasma Physics Lab 
on Route ]. 
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near Kuser Rd. Available immediately. Montgomery Commons 
12,580 SF Warehouse Building 
’ Hamilton - 10,280 SF warehouse space, tailgate loading dock, 3 
overhead doors, concrete floors, 18’ ceilings, 2,300 SF office and mez- 2 ONG 
zanine space for storage. wat Tk : 
Warehouse Space So _ _ 
Hamilton - Whitehead Rd. Units available from 1,365 SF to 11,000 | Medi . 
' ; edi 
SF. Available immediately. Abundant parking. Easy access to 1-295, : ¢) kB) ps BB yaaa 
Routes US | and 33. | Medical and Professional Space Lawrenceville 
34,950 SF Warehouse/Manufacturing Princeton 
® | Trenton - Modern warehouse space, 22’ ceilings, drive-in and dock IMMEDIATE OCCUPANCY 
doors, heavy electric, paved parking. Also, 10,000 SF unit available IMMEDIATE OCCUPANCY 
with loading dock. Urban Enterprise Zone. 830. 1660, 3000 + ft 1000, to 3000 sq. ft. 
ne ; + /- sq. . : 
18,708 SF Warehouse Building ery Campus Style Complex with Appropriate for Pediatrician, 
Trenton - Brick warehouse bldg., vy sb agen ex? meee wag Designed Suites Pediatric Dentist or 
ing dock, 2 baths, heavy concrete floors, enclosed parking lot. High Speed Internet Access Available 
: ' + Rent. ‘ Child Related Profes 
| Available immediately. Sublease $3.25/SF nnn + Free Ren tid Hake beh ws tetuasn Entranre, fessional 
0) err see e en ; , Bathroom, Kitchenette, and Built to Suit Opportunity 
Exclusive Broker Separate Utilities Convenient Location 
RIDOLE] S Ns Y 
ASSOCIATES UG 609-584-0900 RAIDER 908-874-8686 
CONS OS Ee ee Ereeeed ted betas Gee www.larkenassociates.com 
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Princeton Retail Space Available for Lease 
168 Nassau Street * Next Door to CVS 
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Approx. 2,450 SF, with basement storage. 
Great windows overlooking Nassau Street and 
Princeton University. Large storeroom space 

with rear office, washroom. | 


For more information, call Timothy Norris 


7 CALLAWAY 


609-921-1070 


Continued from preceding page 
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To give the customer an idea of 
what they would be getting, they 
put samples side by side, one “re- 
furbished,” one “as-is.” To see the 
actual item, a client visits the ware- 
house. All products — case goods 
and workstations — are delivered 
and installed by the manufacturer 
or the source, 

Mosovich’s father, Emanuel 
Relles, had been one of three origi- 
nal partners of Central Paper Com- 
pany, founded in Newark. In 1930 
he opened a branch in Trenton and 
was amazingly successful, even at 
the height of the Depression. He 
put his daughter Alma to work in 
the family firm when she was 17 
and balked at her mother’s desire 
for her to go to college. “My father 
argued — and he usually won,” 
says Mosovich. ““He wanted me 
with him.” 

When he died, at 57, his cousin 
Leonard and son David took over 
the business. Meanwhile, Alma 
had married Jonas Mosovich, who 
was working at State Sales with his 
father. Jonas declined an offer to 
join his father-in-law’ s business in 
order to stay with his own father, 
who founded the furniture busi- 
ness in 1945. When her husband 
died in 1989, she took the reins 
(U.S. 1, January 22, 1997). 

His first question, and hers, is 


always about the client’s budget. 


four,S uc ces See 


CREE Nora 


xg _ UPPER” 
S39 FREEHOLD 


ee Wo Perfect Location. 


Whether it’s professional or retail space you’re looking for, 
we have the perfect fit. Introducing two locations close to 
the NJ Turnpike, Rt. 1, Rt. 130 and Rt. 295. 


Washington Town Center 


One Washington Blvd., 
Robbinsville, NJ 
* Up to 9,000 square feet 
of professional office 
space on the 2nd floor 
for sale or lease 
* Will finish to suit 
+ May be subdivided to 
+/- 2,500 square feet 
* Basement storage available 


The Shoppes at 
Nottingham Pointe 
Hamilton, NJ 

- 1 retail/office space 

* Approximately 800 sq. ft. 
- Immediate availability 


Call today! Sharbell Realty, Inc. 
(609) 918-2400 


Coming Soon... New office and retail properties 
in Robbinsville and Plainsboro, New Jersey 


(Preview information is available) 


REALTORS 
(broker 
protected) 


“We say, ‘Let us go to work to 
come back with the best quality for 
the affordable choice.’ For 57 
years that has been a major selling 
tool.” 

“There are 50 million choices,” 
says Mosovich. “We have been in 
business so long that we know 
what will work best for the client.” 


State Sales Office Furniture 
Inc., 2025 Old Trenton Road, 
Princeton Arms Shopping 
Center, West Windsor 
08550-1931. Alma Moso- 
vich, president. 609-490- 
9740; fax, 609-490-9767. 
Home page: www.state- 
salesofficefurniture.com 


Warehouses Expand 


W.W. Grainger (GWW), 26 
South Middlesex Avenue, 
CenterPoint at 8A, Monroe 
08831. Tim Margotta, DC 
manager. 609-860-9090; fax, 
609-860-9111. Home page: 
www.grainger.com 


W. W. Grainger, currently with 
350 people at 300,000 square feet 
in CenterPoint at 8A, will move to 
Exit 7A in Washington. Matrix 
Development Group will build a 
435,950 square foot warehouse, 
including 30,000 -feet of office 
space, and sell it to the Chicago- 
based industrial products distribu- 


OFFICE SPACE FOR LEASE 


High Visibility. 875 to 2,410 sq. ft. 
Perfect for Medical or Professional Businesses. 
Plenty of parking. Convenient location. 


339 Princeton-Hightstown Rd. (Rt. 571), Cranbury 
(609)490-0999 ext. 11 (Broker participation welcome) 


tor. The move is expected to take 
place early in 2003. 

James Murray, development 
project manager at Matrix, said 
Grainger would use the facility as 
a distribution center for its North- 
east activities and may employ 
more than 400 people over time. 


Petco Inc., 152 Ridge Road, 
Dayton 08810. Jim Bate, dis- 
tribution manager. 732-329- 
0111; fax, 732-329-2879. 


Petco Inc. is also expanding. It 
has a 225,000 square foot ware- 
house in Dayton, but later this year 
it will occupy more than half of a 
528,000-foot building at Matrix’s 
CenterPoint at 8A, a total of 
307,000 square feet in a new build- 
ing, built “on spec” at 24 Engle- 
hard Drive. The retail chain store 
with pet foods and supplies ts 
based in San Diego, has a retail 
store at Princeton Shopping Cen- 
ter, and has had a warehouse at Exit 
8A since 1992. 


Contracts Awarded 


LEDER ILD: LLL ESE DE EDDA EEL 


CUH2A, 211 Carnegie Center, 
Princeton 08540-6298. John 
R. A. Scott AIA, president. 
609-452-1212; fax, 609-452- 
1943. Home page: 


www.cuh2a.com 


CUHZ2A, the largest architec- 
tural engineering firm in the state, 


BENEFITS 


CONVENIENCE 


COMMENTS 


CONTACT 


1499 Lower Ferry Road 


Ewing Township 


* 8,644 SF of Office/Laboratory Space 

* 8,960 SF of warehouse space - can subdivide 

* Available December, 2002 - earlier 
occupancy possible 


* Easy access to Route 31, Scotch Road, 
interstate 95 


* Space can be delivered as office/warehouse 
only without lab equipment or existing laboratory 
installation available 

* Zoned IP 1 

* 3 drive-in doors, public water, sewer, gas heat 


* Paul Goldman, 609-921-8844 
Exclusive Broker 


Paulcpn@aol.com 


Commercial Property Network, Inc. | pr» 
tected " 


We Have a Place For Your Co; 
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helped Rutgers University break 
ground last week on the $28 mil- 
lion life sciences building on the 
Busch campus. 

The three-story, 75,000-square- 
foot structure, expected to be fin 
ished in two years, will be the geo- 
graphic focal point that connects 
other life sciences buildings on the 
Busch campus. An 8,750-square- 
foot atrium, the centerpiece of the 
building, will host interdiscipli- 
nary meetings and lectures. 

The Human Genetics Institute, 
the department of genetics, and the 
New Jersey Center for Biomateri- 
als will all be housed in the new 
building. “The history of science is 
replete with examples of how in- 
formal cross-talk has planted seeds 
of collaboration that have resulted 
in important scientific discover- 


ies,” says Dean Kenneth J. 
Breslauer, 


Biotech Moves 


Synthon Chiragenics, 7 Deer 
Park Drive, Monmouth Junc- 
tion 08852. Scott E. Col- 
eridge, CEO. 732-274-0037; 
fax, 732-274-0501. 
Www.synthoncorp.com 
The seven-year-old carbohy- 

drate-based drug discovery com- 
pany has introduced a new pro- 
gram, DiscoveryCollections, to 
make advanced chemistry plat 
forms available to researchers. 
Pharmaceutical companies can 
purchase one or more of four sepa- 
rate collections of compound “ pal- 
ettes.”” Each represents a different 
aspect of a new technology plat- 
form for drug discovery. 


Continued on following page 
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THE OFFICES AT PENNINGTON POINT 
PENNINGTON, NEW JERSEY 
Class “A” * Ground Floor * Separate Entry * Medical * Professional 
Private Bathrooms ¢ Kitchenette * Immediate Occupancy 
100 S.F. to 2364 S.F 


Call 609-737-8383 x308 
23 Route 31 North ¢ Suite A20 * Pennington, NJ 08534 * Fax 609-737-0051 


(ta 


The Offices at 
PENNINGTON 
Poruvr 


HILTON REALTY CO. 


RESEARCH PARK/ROUTE 206 - PRINCETON 
Opposite Princeton Airport * Suites up to 4,423 SF Available Immediately 
Princeton Mailing Address & Phone Exchange ° Proposed “Brand New” 16,000 SF Building 
State-of-the-Art Fitness Center on Site 


7 


of Princeton 


> 


WINDSOR BUSINESS PARK 


196 Rt. 571, West Windsor 
Suites up to 6,000 SF Available * Space Available Immediately * Advanced Fiber Optic Internet 
System Available » Basement Storage * Newly Renovated 24,500 SF Building Available 1st Qtr. 2003 


SPAS 
SSeS 


WHITEHORSE PROFESSIONAL BUILDING 


1675 Whitehorse-Mercerville Rd., Hamilton Sullivan Way & Silvia Street, Ewing 
Suites up to 2,275 sq. ft. & Larger Available Immediately 
Brand New Interior Construction 


we 


EWING COMMERCE PARK 


5,579 SF (Turnkey) Office 
Available 3rd Quarter 2002 


a> 


LAWRENCE EXECUTIVE CENTER 
3120 Princeton Pike, Lawrenceville 


893 & 1321 SF Available Immediately 
Class A Space on Ground Floor 


= oe 


190 NASSAU STREET 
Lower Level Space w/Windows 


Two Rooms Total 486 SF 
$775/month 


ENTERPRISE PARK Silvia St. Off Sullivan Way 


21,000 SF Available « Divisible to 3,248 SF Warehouse or 1,000 SF Office 
Loading Docks/Drive-in Doors ¢ 18 Ft. Clearin Warehouse 


——— 


. } ag radios wall e & a 
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MONTGOMERY SHOPPING KUSER PLAZA - 
CENTER High Visibility 


Anchored by Shoprite & Friendly's 
Just North of the intersection 
of Rts. 206 & 518, Skillman 
High Daily Volume Traffic * 2612 SF Store Available 
1,750 SF Office/Store * 2,928 SF Store 


Whitehorse-Mercerville & Kuser Roads, 
Hamilton Township * 6,560 SF « Available Immediately 
¢ 19,360 SF Grocery Store Site Available 
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PRINCETON ARMS CENTER N. Olden Ave & Parkside Ave, Ewing ; 
Great Opportunity! Rapidly Growing Area 


Old Trenton Road & Dorchester Drive, West Windsor 
Up to 8,000 SF Available 


PARKSIDE PLAZA 


Anchored by Brand New World Class 
63,275 SF Shop-Rite Opening/st Qtr. 2003. 
Stores Available from 1350 to 4471 SF and Larger 


Commercial, Industrial & Land 
194 NASSAU STREET, 
PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY 08542 


CONTACT MARK HILL or JON BRUSH 


609-921-6060 


or www. HiltonRealtyCo.com 
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DOWNTOWN 
PRINCETON 


@ Historic building on Nassau St. directly opposite 
Firestone Library on Princeton University campus 

@ 3,425 SF of office space; available as one or two suites 

@ Conveniently located close to restaurants, shops, 

train, Princeton University 

Newly renovated conference area and kitchenette 

Large storage area 

Private parking available 


Contact: Beth Scheuerlein at 609-924-9775 
or bscheuerlein@SBB-incentives.com 


¢¢¢ 


U.S. 1 ADVERTISING FEATURE 


Windsor Industrial Park: Expanded & Filling Fast 


n August, Windsor Industrial Park will break 

ground on a new, 35,000 square foot building. 

This project nearly completes the 315,000 
square foot, 19 building industrial complex, a testa- 
ment to the management and leasing company’s su- 
perior service, 

“After this project, we'll have about 45,000 square 
feet left,” explains Chris Kaempffer. Along with his 
partner, Michael McCloskey, Kaempffer’s Windsor 
Industrial Park is part of the David Cronheim Com- 
pany, offering management, leasing, finance and 
construction management throughout the state. “As 
part of the Cronheim umbrella, we have branch of- 
fices in Freehold, Windsor and Chatham,” 
Kaempffer says. “This enables us to better service 


David Cronheim Company is one of New Jersey’s 
most prestigious commercial and industrial real es- 
tate brokerage firms. Since its founding in 1897, the 
company has enjoyed a reputation for delivering 
high quality personalized services to businesses of 
all sizes. Project-oriented, full-service capabilities, 
coupled with impeccable standards of professional- 
ism and integrity, have propelled David Cronheim ~ 
Company to recognition as a leader in the real es- 
tate industry. 

David Cronheim Company incorporates over 100 
years of experience in sales, leasing, development, 
investment analysis, appraising, financing and advis- 
ing into each and every transaction in which it is in- 
volved. An uncompromising dedication to excel- 
lence allows the company to service clients such as 


E WOODSIDE AT THE OFFICE CENTER 


Plainsboro, New Jersey ___ 


3114 Sq. Ft., 1414 Sq. Ft., 909 Sq. Ft. & 705 Sq. Ft. Available Immediately! 
Modern, One-Story Office Buildings ¢ Separate Entry for each Suite ¢ Park-Like Setting 


609-799-0220 


Office Extension Plans 
as low as $275/mo. 


The Part-Time Office Plan for 


the entire state of New Jersey with brokerage, com- 
mercial financing and real estate management ex- 
pertise.” 

David Cronheim Company is the exclusive leas- 
ing and managing agent for Windsor Industrial Park, 
which serves a variety of tenants in a number of 
business concerns. Tenants enjoy customization, as 
properties are on a build-to-suit basis. Notable im- 
provements to the Windsor Industrial Park site in- 
clude infrastructure upgrades, such as paving and 
curbing. 


few. 


Monmouth Real Estate Investment Corporation, 
Keebler, Pepsico, Kings Super Markets, Inc., Inves- 
tor’s Savings Bank, American Express Financial 
Services, Labatt Brewery and SAAB, just to name a 


Windsor Industrial Park, 92 North Main 
Street, Washington Twp., NJ 08561. 
732-625-1055. Fax: 732-625-1060. 

E-mail: c_kempffer@ yahoo.com 
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Continued from preceding page 


The chirality of a molecule is 
important to drug development, 
says Rawle Hollingsworth, the 
founder and scientific director. 
Molecules used to develop thera- 
peutic drugs typically form in non- 
chiral, mirror images of them- 
selves. Each mirror image can re- 
act very differently in the body. 
For example, one molecule may 
show a desired therapeutic effect, 
but its mirror image may cause sig- 
nificant, undesirable side effects. 

Because the FDA requires that 
the efficacy and safety of each mir- 
ror image must be proved before a 
drug can be marketed, drug com- 
panies must go through the costly 
process of developing batches of 
chiral molecules. Synthon’s tech- 
nologies simplify the process (U.S. 
1, May 2, 2001). 


Generation Biotech LLC, 32 
Pin Oak Drive, Lawrenceville 
08648. Johannes Dapprich, 
founder. 609-637-0878; fax, 
609-637-9483. 


Founded in January, 2000, this 
company aims to improve genetic 
analysis by associating individual 
genetic makeup and drug response 
using “haplotyping.” Haplotypes 


are combinations of genetic mark- 
ers, such as SNPs, and haplotype 
analysis is more informative than 
studies based on individual SNPs, 
says Johannes Dapprich, company 
founder. He has worked at Orchid 
BioComputers, done consulting 
with Praelux, and been visiting re- 
searcher at Princeton University. 

He uses a “string with beads” 
rather than individual beads with- 
out the string as an example of the 
virtues of unambiguous analysis 
through haplotyping. “Haplotyp- 
ing is the ability to separately read 
maternal and paternal chromoso- 
mal fragments. Current methods 
can only read both copies at once 
— they cannot tell from which 
copy defects or markers (SNPs) 
Originate, and how they are 
linked.” 


Deaths 


Corella “Billie” Allen Bonner, 
93, on July 21. She and her late 
husband established the Bonner 
Foundation and Bonner Scholars 
Program on Mercer Street, and she 
was a founder of the Crisis Minis- 
try Program. Funeral will be 
Thursday, July 25, at 1:30 p.m. at 
Nassau Presbyterian Church. 


GLOBAL 


PRIME OFFICE BUILDING IN THE 
PRINCETON SUB-MARKET 


SOUTH BRUNSWICK 
4365 Route 1 South 


Princeton Business. Why pay full-time 
office rents when there’s HQ’s flexible 
Office Extension Plan? 


HQ provides you with a Princeton 
address and you simply pay for the 
office or conference room time and 
services you use. 


Included in our costs: receptionist, 
telephones answered in your com- 
pany name, availability of secretarial 
services, fax and more. 

Full-time offices are also immediately 


available on short-term leases. Call for 
complete details today. 


H Q WORKPLACES 


TM Over 450 Centers Worldwide 


Princeton Center 
Princeton Forrestal Village 
609-520-2144 


Newtown Center Philadelphia Center 
Silver Lake Executive Campus Centre Square 


888-486-7058 215-246-3400 


King of Prussia Center Cherry Hill Center 
Freedom Business Center East Gate Center 
610-768-7700 856-642-4000 


www.hq.com 


Prime Corporate Headquarters Quality Office Space 
47,000 square feet available in various sized units including the 
entire third floor. Outstanding high identity location on Route 4 
Adjacent to hotel and Gallaghers Steak House. Convenient to 

shopping and numerous hotels and restaurants 


me Williams 


For Information call 
Joe Boiseau 
or David Simson 
(973) 299-3000 
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U.S. 1 Classifieds 


HOW TO ORDER 


Phone, Fax, E-Mail: That’s all it 
takes to order a U.S. 1 Classified. Call 


OFFICE RENTALS 


OFFICE RENTALS 


AREA OFFICE RENTALS 


Available 


Class A Office for Lease 


~— 


609-452-7000, or fax your ad to 609- 4 4, 
452-0033, or use our E-Mail address ‘ak , ; 
info@princetoninfo.com. We will Princeton, Trenton, Hamilton, Hopewell, Montgomery, 84 2 


confirm your insertion and the price. It 


* . | Ewing, Hightstown, Lawrenceville and other Mercer, 
‘ won't be much: Our classifieds are just 1 : ) : ‘ +s ‘ a 
30 cents a word, witha $4.20 minimum.  OMerset & Middlesex Communities. Class A, B and ho — 
Repeats in succeeding issues are just 8 Space Available. 
25 cents per word, and if your ad runs oe oe agen 600 A lexa nder Road 
for 16 consecutive issues, it’s only 20 . P PVEIDEL 1 y | 
cents per word. (There is a $3 service For details on space Pe os at Canal Pointe & Route 
charge if we send outa bill.) Box service and rates, contact \E ~ | 
is available. Want to run your ad on the ; “gi BENEFITS * Princeton address 
Internet, as well? nd ‘ ; * Bank & cafe on site 
; www.WeidelCommercial.com Pras 
* Amole parking 
“ OFFICE RENTALS CONVENIENCE ~ - 4-Way Interchange at Route 1 
| : Ror : Available August. Contact Donna at Lawrence Township: Office suite * Walking distance to Hyatt 
Cranbury: Professional Office Park — § 99.59.9209, available; 1,464 sq. ft. in a professional pes Cae 
) on Route 130, Exit 8A area. 3 large building with parking located on Busi- webrepine tt 3 
| private windowed offices available in = se fl °E access to Routes 195/295 & 206 
shared space. Use of Reception area pemirivites (680-60. ft office. eae ek ne eee sof 
Conference, and Computer Training  SP@ce in a 2-story building with ample prhcas. moe sya yt CONTACT - William Barish, 609-921-8844 
. Rooms, high speed internet line, busi-__ Street parking. $1900/mo. Weidel Real-__ 00r entrances. Carpeted wikitchenette 
ness e = ment ‘908-907-3536 : tors Lambertville. 609-397-0777. and bathroom. Space is cabled for net- 3 
7 ; ae working. Base rent plus tenant cost reim- CPNweb@aol.com 
ip: bexsernorite. “Separate. Umities: Approx: Visit our website @ www.CPNRealestate.com 
~ East Windsor: Professional Office Lawrence Township: At. 1 at Rt. ately $2 100/mth.Call 609-915-1126 @ 


Park, Available Immediately, individual 
office 200 sq ft, and suites 500, 750, 
1100, 1240 and 2,650 sq ft. Some have 
private entrance and private rest 
rooms. Call Tom 610-724-5028. 


East Windsor: Private Professional 
office building with private parking. Ap- 
prox. 700-1000 sq. ft. Perfect for medi- 
cal, law, accounting, insurance, etc. Ex- 


High traffic. Available ASAP. 609-426- 
1955 or 732-735-1651. 


Ewing: 400 to 2000 sq. ft. profes- 
sional space. Near College of New Jer- 
sey. One block from Route 31. Starting 
at $12 per square foot. 609-896-0505. 


Hightstown: Furnished office to 
share in loft style space. Up to 1,000 sq. 
ft. Perfect for designer or creative pro- 
fessional. 609-443-6700. 


FOR DETAILS 
Kingston: Two new offices available. CONTACT PHONE 609-882-1105 
Ideal for holistic practitioner. In charm- FAX 609-530-1037 
ing building with others of like mind. JOHN SIMONE 


206 Junction; 475 Sq. Ft. office suite 
consisting of 2 offices plus common use 
of reception area. Carpeted and fur- 
nished, if desired. $600 per month. Also 
a one-room office carpeted and pan- 
eled $250 per month. Both areas all 
utilities included. 609-393-7181. 


or send e-mail to rcarnevale @ mar- 
shallindtech.com. 
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Commercial Property Network, Inc. 
We Have a Place For Your Company 
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OFFICE SPACE FOR LEASE 


"eaves | AT PRINCETON PIKE & 2 ES emia 
ity with sign, central air ahs ealite. FRAN KLIN CORNER ROAD 


° 1,257 Sq. Ft. Professional Offices 
* Lawrence Township 
* Close to I-95 and Route | 


* Good Parking 


° Available August 2002 


¢ Elevator Service 


OFFICE SPACE 


NY: 
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693 Alexander Road - 47,000 SF, Will Divide 


LOCATION * Directly off Route 1 

* Across from Hyatt Hotel 

* Outstanding Access * 

* Within One Mile of Train Station 


« Near Restaurants & Services 


PROPERTY * New Construction 
* 2,500-47,000 SF, Two Floors 
* Ample Parking 
* Heavily Landscaped 


* Conveniently Located off I-95 

* Less than an hour from Philadelphia 

* Well maintained buildings and landscape 

* Only minutes from Trenton-Mercer Airport 


BENEFITS 


Fiber Optic Connectivity 
* Extensive Window Exposure 
Spaces Designed to Suit 


JINGOLI ORGANIZATION 


For Lease Information 
Phone 609-896-1558 


www. jingoliorganization.com 


3131 Princeton Pike 
Building 4, Suite 209 


Offered Exclusively through Commercial Property Network, Inc. | 
Lawrenceville, NJ OS648 |] 


Contact William Barish (cpnweb@aol.com) or Paul Goldman (paulcpn@aol.com). 


Call 609-921-8844 
pv 


Commercial Property Network, Inc. 
We Have a Place For Your Company 


Veeting the Office Spac ¢ Needs of M 
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HOUSING FOR RENT 


bedroom, 2 bath, central air, dish- 
washer, washer/dryer. All new appli- ¢ 
ances, garage, lush fenced backyard, 
pets considered. $2095/mon. Call We- 


OFFICE RENTALS 


service available. Short/long term 
lease. Route 206 North (Wall Street). 
609-924-0905. 


OFFICE RENTALS 


Office Space For Lease 


Continued from preceding page 


29-31 Airpark Road 


(Next to Princeton Airport) 


5,000 Square Feet 
Space is Wired for Network, Data & Phone 
$16 per Square Foot * Immediate Availability 


Keller, Dodds & Woodworth, Inc. 


Commercial Real Estate Advisors = 


163 Nassau Street, Princeton, NJ 08542 
609-924-2408 © Fax 609-924-9778 


20 NASSAU - HEART OF PRINCETON 


STORE FRONT 


1,040 sq. ft. - Large retail area, separate office, storage & bathroom, 
2 display windows facing Nassau St., heavy pedestrian traffic. 


OFFICE SPACE 


Single & Double Suites from 300 SF - 400 SF. 
Call 609-924-7027 


WE BUY HOUSES 
CASH PAYMENT * QUICK CLOSING 


LOCALINVESTOR PURCHASES 
ALL KIND OF PROPERTIES 


Call John 609-278-4333 


Call Now For A Free Brochure On 
“How To Sell Your Property In The Most Effective Manner” 


Lawrence Twp. Office: 903 sq. ft. in 
modern building w/parking off Route 1, 
opposite Lawrence Shopping Center. 
Contact Punia Co. L.L.C. Broker 609- 
771-9000. 


Lawrenceville: 1875 sq. ft., Excel- 
lent Princess Road location and easy 
access to Rts. 295, 95, & 1. $10/sq. ft. 
can be used as flex space or offices with 
conference room. Kitchenette included! 
609-620-0700 ext. 11. 


Office Space/Hightstown: Next to 
Peddie School, 1/2 mile to turnpike exit 
8, $15.50 per square foot, utilities in- 
cluded, various size suites available. 
Call Steve Swedo, 1-800-792-8861. 


Pennington/Hopewell: Offices and 
office suites immediately available 
short and long term from 100 square 
feet from $250 per month. Storage 
space, individual signage, fax, copier, 
T1 line, and telephones. Tel: 609-737- 
1308; E-mail: tampropmgm @aol.com; 
www.straube.com. 


Plainsboro Office Suites Avail- 
able: 700 Sq. Ft. to 11,000 Sq. Ft. 
immediately available. Separate en- 
trance, signage, utilities, HVAC in well 
maintained office park. Call 609-799- 
2466 or e-mail tgmpropmgm @aol.com. 


Princeton - Psychotherapy Office: 
Part or full-time, furnished or unfur- 
nished, in Medical Office Park, Route 
206 near Princeton Airport. Contact Dr. 
Washton 609-497-0433. 
Awashton @aol.com 


Princeton - Shared Office Space 
Without the Shared Office Price: 
Large, private, furnished windowed of- 
fice. Shared work and reception area. 
Copy machine, fax machine, phone 
system, and other office amenities in- 
cluded. $625 per month. Available im- 
mediately. Call 609-924-7720. 


Princeton Lawyer’s Office: 2 of- 
fices and secretarial station and shared 
services available within law office 
suite. Free parking. Contact Rhonda 
Duer at 609-924-0050. 


Princeton Shared Office Space: 
With high speed internet access avail- 
able immediately. 5 minutes from 
Princeton Jct. Station. Area: About 750 
Sq. ft. Call: Philip-609-452-8747 x 203. 


Princeton, Nassau Street Office 
Sublease (Restaurant Row): Flexible 
furnished office space: tall windows; 
great location: parking!!! High speed 
Web access. Month-to-month. 609- 
279-0777. 


Princeton: (Airport location) One 
and two-room furnished offices for rent. 
Shared office environment. Secretarial 


OFFICE CONCIERGE, INC. 


EXECUTIVE SUITES 


Princeton Pike Corporate Center 
993 Lenox Drive, Suite 200, Lawrenceville, NJ 


609-895-2999 


Two Great Locations 


Princeton: Sublease private office. 
Fully furnished, $310/month. 1 year 
lease. 609-734-0004, 


Princeton: Sublet 800 Sq. Ft. on 
Route 1. 4 offices, 2 private baths, pri- 
vate entrance. All utilities included. 
$900/month. 609-452-0099 ext. 115. 


Shared Office Space - Mental 
Health Professionals: Prime location 
- Franklin Corner Road off Route One. 
Waiting room plus choice of five fur- 
nished rooms. Perfect for part-time or 
developing practice. Rent reasonable. 
Available immediately. Weekdays, eve- 
nings, and/or weekends. Call Dr. Litch- 
man, 609-896-0303. 


Walk to Station: 3000, 600 and 400 
sq. ft. office spaces available. Call 609- 
799-6111. 


RETAIL SPACE 


Commercial Retail/Office Space: 
For Rent. 1600 SF. West Windsor 
Township. Ellsworth’s Center. Available 
immediately. 609-799-0530, ask for 
Shawn. 


COMMERCIAL SPACE 


Flex Space: Up to 12,000 SF on 6th 
Street off Olden Ave. in Ewing, sprin- 
klers, loading dock. 609-895-1515. 


Ridge Industrial Park: !-3 Zoning, 
storage, MFG,-1800’, 15000’, 2500’, 
Office, Lab, Air, 5000’- 5200’ Truck 
Parking, Outside storage, 8 Acres. New 
Road Monmouth Jct. Harold. 800-631- 
5656. 


HOUSING FOR SALE 


Charming 3 Bedroom Stone Single 
Ranch: on private fenced lot. Near 
Route 95. Only 20 minutes from Prince- 
ton, Newtown and New Hope. Living 
room, dining room, kitchen, fireplace, 
garage, basement. $1,700. 215-295- 
5356. 


HOUSING FOR RENT 


For Immediate Information on 
Available Homes: Sales - Rentals - 
Call Kathleen C. Stockton Real Estate. 
609-538-4789 or 609-652-6856. 


Plainsboro: House in village area. 
Available 9/1/02. 3 BR, large kitchen, 
living room, bath, back yard. 
$1,500/month. Call 609-208-1999. 


Princeton Area: Just 12 minutes 
from Princeton in charming Village of 
Hopewell. Totally renovated & painted, 
Everything brand new! Cute colonial, 3 


Carnegie Executive Center 
212 Carnegie Center, Suite 206, Princeton, NJ 


609-452-0160 


BOARD ROOMS 


VIDEO CONFERENCING 


EXECUTIVE OFFICES 


inberg Mgmnt. 609-924-1205. 


Princeton: Peace and privacy 4 bed- 
room/2 bath $2200/mo. Call 609-683- 
5438. 


Studio Apartment: Central Nassau 
Street. Private entrance, shared bath, 
low rent, quiet, bright. 609-688-1600. 


CONDOS FOR RENT 


Need Short Term Housing? Mercer, 
Middlesex, Somerset and Union Coun- 
ties — tastefully furnished one and two 
bedroom condos and apartments avail- 
able. We include all furnishings, linens, 
cookware, etc. to the last detail, includ- 
ing all utilities, telephone, electric, etc. 
under one monthly fee. From $1,600. 
One month minimum stay. Call D&| Inc. 
800-400-6733 or 732-752-7778. dandi- 
housing.com. 


Pennington Borough: Upscale con- 
dos. 2 bedrooms, 2 baths. New, quiet, 
elevator. Some fully furnished units. 
Pennington Court 609-730-0575. 


HOUSING TO SHARE 


Mature Woman Only: Furnished 
bedroom. 5 minutes from train station. 
$400 plus utilities. $600 security. 609- 
631-0933. 


ROOM FOR RENT 


Furnished Room - Lawrenceville: 
In private luxury home with private bath, 
cable, private telephone line, off-street 
parking, utilities included. For non- 
smoking, professional gentleman. 
$150 weekly. One month security, ref- 
erences required. 609-585-0009. 


Furnished Room for Rent: With pri- 
vate bath in townhouse. Television with 
cable, cooking and laundry privileges. 
$600 per month plus one half utilities. 
609-497-0389. 


Plainsboro: Furnished room in |ux- 
ury home with pool and tennis. Non- 
smoking. Washer/dryer, bath. $300 per 
week. 609-897-0654. 


Room for Rent - Skillman: Cozy 
home in wooded area. Utilities in- 
cluded, share bath. $515.00/month. 
Avail. Aug. 1st. Prefer student. 609- 
333-0325 or 267-975-9050. 


RESORTS 


Awesome! Grand Cayman, beach 
front resort, quiet area. Dive shop, res- 
taurant, beach bar and pool. 1 bedroom 
oceanfront. Great place to relax/enjoy 
water sports, weekly rental. Call Bill at 
609-466-6518. 


REAL ESTATE 


We Buy Houses: Cash payment, 
quick closing. Call John 609-278-4333. 


INVESTMENT PROPERTY 


Investors: Currently working with 
off-site owners buying, selling and leas- 
ing properties. For further information 
call Linda Feldstein at Weidel Realtors 
609-921-2700, x227 or 609-443-3342 
evenings. 


CLASSIFIED BY FAX 


609-452-0033 


CONTRACTING 


Hate Painting? Hate calling contrac- 
tors who don't return your calls and treat 
you as if you are unimportant? Call 
Brenner Painting Associates. The pro- 
fessionals who care about their reputa- 
tion and their customers. For free per- 
sonal estimates call 609-954-0472. 


CLEANING SERVICES 


All Kinds Floors, Carpets, Drapes 
and Upholstery Restored Like New: 
Most work guaranteed full year. Wood 
floors restored without sanding. Free 
evaluations, call 609-586-5833. 
www.allstatecleaning.com. 


BUSINESS SERVICES 


Archive File Cabinets On CD: Dig- 
itize and store 20,000 pages on a CD. 
No filing. Save space, $$$, network- 
able, easy off-site backup. Microfilm 
conversion. 609-587-9961 


Are You Satisfied: With your current 
accountant/CPA? If not, or if you would 


like to discuss your options, please call 
609-890-7499. 


Certified QuickBooks ProAdvisor: 
Consulting, training, and support. 
Bookkeeping, payroll, and taxes for 
your specific business needs. Fast 
Track Accounting Services. 215-579- 
1465. 


TAX SERVICES 


audit, delinquent payments. Experi- 
enced with offer-in-compromise, ad- 
justments, abatements. A. Furst, EA, 
609-275-8050. 


Tax Preparation and Accounting 
Services: For individuals and small 
businesses. Notary, computerized tax 
preparation, paralegal services. Your 
place or mine. Fast response, free con- 
Sultation, reasonable costs. Gerald 
Hecker, 609-448-4284. 


Tax Problems? Former IRS Reve- 
nue Officer: Tax preparation, IRS ne- 
gotiation, offer-in-compromise. Free 
consultation. A. Furst 609-275-8050. 


1 Can Clean Your House: for reason- 
able price. Honesty, experience. Free 
estimate. Call 609-712-2519: pager: 
609-538-2071. 


Removal: West Windsor resident will 
remove unwanted items. From roof to 
cellar. Light construction debris - shed 
and garage clean-out. tree re- 
moval/firewood. Small demolition. 
Prompt and reasonable. Call John at 
609-720-9016. 


Patty’s Cleaning Service: Serving 
Plainsboro, the Windsors, the Brun- 
swicks, and Lawrence since 1978. 
Thorough, honest, and reliable. Free 
estimate. 609-397-2533. 


COMPUTER SERVICES 


Onsite Repairs: Upgrades, network- 
ing, just help. Home & Small Business. 
Microsoft Certified system Engineer. 
Call Acube Inc. 732-355-0259. 


BUSINESS SERVICES 


AAA Secretarial Services: Prince- 
ton Airport Area, provides skilled secre- 
tarial services with competitive pricing. 
609-683-1125, E-Mail: aaapat@ bellat- 
lantic.net. 


Survey Assistance: From survey 
development through results tabula- 
tion. SAS/SPSS experts. 609-587- 
9961. 


Accounting And Bookkeeping 
Services: Analysis and special pro- 
jects. Office setup. Hourly, per diem, 
project rates. QuickBooks, Excel, Lo- 
tus, or will learn yours. 609-259-1969 or 
donmarbiz @ att.net. 


TAX SERVICES 


Are You Satisfied: With your current 
accountant/CPA? If not, or if you would 
like to discuss your options, please call 
609-890-7499. 


Administrative Specialist/Book- 
keeper: Versatile and experienced pro- 
fessional will gladly handle your admin- 
istrative and/or bookkeeping needs. 
Many services available. Free yourself 
from the burden of mounting paperwork 
and incomplete tasks. Call Debra at 
609-448-6005 or visit www.v- 


Former IRS Agent: Tax, Estate, 
Medicaid, and Financial Planning and 
Certified Quickbooks Advisor. Ray- 
mond M. Nowak, CPA-CFP. 609-587- 
4728. 


CHILD CARE 


Child Care: For your child’s safety, 
purchase a security monitor. Portable, 


video, audio wireless. See your child , 


from anywhere in the home for $249. 
Call 609-924-1068 for details. 


Childcare At Its Best! Full- or part- 
time quality care is only one phone call 
away. Monday Morning, Inc. 908-253- 
9595 or 609-799-5588. 


HEALTH 


Attention Deficits: Call for free 
video on non-drug treatment for atten- 
tion and learning disabilities. 609-924- 
0782. 


Four Hands Massage: Four hands 
(or two) nurturing for you. Body, mind 
and soul - that will be our goal. Cali 
Marina at 609-275-1998. 


Healing Hands Message Therapy: 
Nurturing effective sessions for stress 
reductions and better health. Half hour, 
hour, hour and one half and two hour 
sessions by appointment. Located near 


downtown Princeton. Pamala Zill 609- _ 


688-9458. 


yours.com. 


IRS Representation: Tax specialist, 
former IRS Revenue Officer can nego- 
tiate for you. Assistance with filing, 
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Princeton Air 


A LINC Service’ Contractor Since 1971 


Commercial 
Industrial 


Residential 


Heating, Air Conditioning & Controls 


>» Maintenance Agreements . 
>» Equipment installations 
> Air Duct Cleaning 


Princeton Air Conditioning, Inc. 


609-799-3434 


www.princetonair.com 


———_ | 


BUSINESS FOR SALE 


Popular, well-established retail stationery 
business with invitations, in-house printing, gifts, 
etc. Prime central Jersey in-town commercial 
zone. $400,000 gross w/room to grow. Excellent 
opportunity for creative, energetic buyer. 
Owners retiring. Principals only. 


732-213-4960 


(leave message) 


Plainsboro Office For Lease 


LOCATION: - 501 Plainsboro Road 
Plainsboro, NJ (corner of Plainsboro Road 
and Schalks Crossing Road) 
SPACE: - 2,800 SF+, first floor, Will divide 
TERM: - 1-5 years 
UTILITIES: - Separately metered 
PARKING: - Ample on site 
COMMENTS: - Reception area, storage area, five offices, kitchen, work 
room, conference room, mail room, basement storage 
- Immediate cccupancy, subject to modifications 
- Easy access to Route 1 
- Walking distance to major shopping, bank, and restaurants 
ae - Well-maintained property with old world charm 
eae CONTACT: -Al Toto, Assistant Vice President 
ee Offered Exclusively through Commercial Property Network, Inc. 
609-921-8844 or visit our website @ CPNRealestate.com 
Commercial! Property Network, Inc. : pe 
We Have a Place For Your Company 


SPECIALIZING IN PRE-ENGINEERED STEEL BUILDINGS 


QUALITY DESIGN/ BUILD * ENGINEERING & DESIGN 


CONST ESTIMATING * QUALITY CONTROL 


FROM 
CONCEPT 
TO 
COMPLETION 


CONSTRUCTION MANAGEMENT 


\ 


fu indal November > 
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VALLEY CONTRACTORS 


609-737-1017 


WWW. VALLE YCONTRACTORS.COM 


‘e are the area's largest 
authorized dealer of 


PENNINGTON, NJ ies Building Systems 


6B U.S. 1 JULY 24, 2002 


RS ROR oc RE RR ne 


COMMERCIAL 
DIVISION 


EIDE 


PREMIERED OFFICE SPACE 


Princeton Mailing Address - One corner office con- 
dominium available for sale in West Windsor Town- 
ship. 1,566 sq. ft., Call for details. 


OFFICE SPACE 


Kingston - Two private office suites with reception area available 
individually or in combination. 

Hamilton Sq. - 1,660 SF freestanding office building w/1,200 SF out 
building. The heart of Hamilton Sq. Sale or lease. 

Pennington - 2-story 2,400 +/- SF single tenant office building avail- 
able for lease. Separate 410 +/- SF garage/storage, paved parking 
for 11 cars. Easy access to PA, Princeton, U.S. Hwy. 1 and 1-95. 
Plainsboro - 1,200 SF office suite available for lease. Includes re- 
ception/waiting area, bullpen area, 2 offices, storage rm., and con- 
ference rm. Easy access to Route 1 and Princeton market. 
Hillsborough - 4,125+/-SF. First floor zoned highway Commercial. 
Route 206. 

West Trenton - 2,900 +/- SF commercial bldg. available for sale. 
Includes 5-room professional office and large 2-bedroom apart- 
ment. Close to I-95 and Merrill Lynch. 


COMMERCIAL BUILDINGS 


Ewing Twp. - 4,600 SF building available for sale/lease. 
Lambertville - Historic Laceworks Bldg., property updated for office 
or retail use. Suites of 3,000 and 4,500 SF available for lease. 
Trenton - 2,630 SF single story masonry building with 3 bays, 
13-foot ceiling, office and storage yard. Available for sale. 


LAND 


Washington Twp. - Route 130, 4-lane highway, 2.43 acres zoned 
Office Commercial. Offered at $295,000. 
Hunterdon County - 80 scenic acres available for sale at $825,000. 


BUSINESS OPPORTUNITY 


City of Trenton - Bar with Class C liquor license and real estate 
available for sale. Located one block from Waterfront Park. Call 
today for additional information. 

Bordentown - Highly successful sit down and take out Italian 
restqurant, serving pizza, limited menu and Italian ice cream and 
ices. Real estate, which includes modern 3 bedroom apartment, 
business, fixtures and good will available for sale. 

West Windsor - Turn key bagel business located in busy 
shopping center available for sale, business and equipment only. 
Lawrenceville - Successful deli and market and seperate store for 
pizza or other restaurant. Excellent location at high traffic intersec- 
tion. Near hospital and university. Real estate, business, fixtures, 
equipment and good will available for sale. 


Weidel Realtors Commercial Division 
2490 Pennington Road, Suite 201, Pennington 


CCM individual Member 609-737-2077 


www.weidelcommercial.com 


HEALTH 


Continued from preceding page 


Health Choices Holistic Massage 
School: Student Clinic. Experience an 
hour long, integrated massage by ad- 
vanced students at the affordable rate 
of $30. Hours: Tuesday 4:30-7:30pm, 
Thursday 2:00-5:00pm, Saturdays 
10:30-3:00pm. By appointment only. 
Call 908-874-0929. Belle Mead, NJ. 


Herpes-EverCLR: Stops Herpes 
Outbreaks! 96% Success Rate. Free 
Call: 1-877-EVERCLR Info: www.stop- 
myoutbreaks.co.uk 


Learn Meditation: Find Peace and 
Tranquility. Call your Guru David Gould. 
732-493-2470. 


Lose Up to 40 Ibs. in 2 Months: 
100% natural, safe, doctor recom- 
mended. 1-888-227-5975. 


Massage and Reflexology: Holistic 
practitioner offering Swedish, shiatsu, 
reflexology. Also available for mini-ses- 
sions of on-site (chair) massage at the 
work place and other settings. Experi- 
ence deep relaxation, heightened well- 
being, and improved health. Gift certifi- 
cates; flexible hours. For appointment 
or information, call Marilyn at 609-895- 
1815. 


Massage: Candles, incense, heated 
tables. 24 hour notice/appointments. 
Close to Turnpike Exit 8A. 609-395- 
5551, 


Meryl’s Meditative Massage: 20- 
year certified natural health practitioner 
integrates reflexology, accupressure 
and energy work into a soothing Swed- 
ish massage. $60 summer special. Dis- 
counts for cancer patients and moms- 
to-be. 609-252-1525. 


Personal Training: lose body fat, 
gain strength, get motivated. in home, 
office, gym training. Let us bring fitness 
to you. Fitness Innovations 609-631- 
7958. www.fitnessinnovations.org. 


Stress Management: Adjustment 
counseling by NJ Licensed Profes- 
sional Counselor certified in Rational 
Emotive Behavior Therapy and Fellow, 
American Institute of Stress. Call John 
Viterito, M.S.,P.D.,LPC 609-924-3888. 


Willpower in a Bottle: Lose up to 30 
pounds. 30 day money back guarantee! 
888-764-8058. www.living4health.net. 


Available To Tutor French In Your 
Home: Speaking, grammar, all levels. 
30 years experience. Call 609-452- 
1728. 


NEW LABORATORY 
BUILDING 


Fall 2002 
—- 


health club. 


New 60,000 SF Building 


Fully furnished to suit laboratory units 1000-10,000 
Sq. Ft. Route 1 Corridor with on site hotel, cafe, 


Princeton Corporate Plaza 


Reservations now being taken 
Contact Pam Kent: 732-329-3655 


INSTRUCTION 


Available To Tutor in your home. 
Language arts, grammar, persuasive 
and other writings, SATs by an experi- 
enced teacher. Call 609-452-1728. 


Available To Tutor In Your Home: 
K-12 reading, writing & grammar, sam- 
ples available. 609-452-1728. 


Brown University Educated 
School Psychologist: Available for tu- 
toring in your home. Math, Science, 
History, English and SAT’s. Experi- 
enced with underachieving, gifted, and 
learning disabled students. Free initial 
consultation. Call Bruce 609-851-5865. 


Do You Need a Private Tutor in 
Mercer County? Middle or high school 
English/language arts, certified 
teacher, Laura. 609-987-0275. 


Guitar: Piano, flute and bass guitar. 
Taught by qualified instructors. All ages, 
levels, and styles. Learn to read music, 
improvisation, composition, ear-train- 
ing, theory and more. The Music Studio. 
609-683-9661. 


ENTERTAINMENT 


Princeton Music Connection: 
Weddings and Special events. 
Jazz/R&B/Swing/Rock Bands. Classi- 
cal/Jazz soloists, trios & quartets. 609- 
936-9811. 


BILLBOARD 


immigration Attorney: Member of 
PA and NJ Bar. Asylum, immigration 
court, work authorization, advance pa- 
role, citizenship, family and business 
visa applications. Learn how changes 
in immigration law affects you. Phone 
609-396-5566 or Fax 609-393-9666. 


COMMUTER EXCHANGE 


Attention, Commuters! Tired of the 
hassles of making the trip alone? Need 
help forming a car or van pool? Let U.S. 
1 and the Greater Mercer Transporta- 
tion Management Association heip! 
Run your FREE ad next issue in this 
space. Just call 609-452-8988 and ask 
for Commuter Exchange. Rideshare 
ads can also be found on the internet at 
http://www.gmtma.org. 


Music Lessons: Guitar/bass guitar, 
Princeton, 609-924-8282. Piano, gui- 
tar/oass guitar, drum, voice, all band 
instruments, Hightstown, 609-448- 
7170. $18 per half hour. Farrington’s 
Music. 


Piano Instruction: 18 years teach- 
ing experience. Master’s degree in pi- 
ano pedagogy and performance. Adults 
and children welcome. All levels, begin- 
ners through advanced. 609-936-8862. 


PowerPoint: PowerPoint training 
provided by Microsoft Certified expert 
with 20 years in presentations industry. 
Get unique, hands-on, how-to informa- 
tion that user manuals and books don’t 
provide. Beginner, intermediate and ad- 
vanced levels of training in easy to fol- 
low one-to-one or small group sessions 
at your location or ours. Be more pro- 
ductive with PowerPoint than you ever 
thought possible and increase your net 
value! Call 609-918-1100 or email train- 
ing @visualmediagroup.com. 


CATERING SERVICES 


Whether You Eat to Live or Live to 
Eat: Dine on Demand Personal Chef 
Service has a flexible food solution for 
every appetite. We provide personal 
service to families, singles, seniors and 
special occasions. Call 732-329-1941 
or email dinenow @ gte.net. 


One Man Band: Keyboardist for your 
wedding or party. Perfect entertain- 
ment. You'll love the variety. Duos avail- 
able. Call Ed at 609-275-6881. 


CLASSIFIEDS BY PHONE 


609-452-7000 


AUTOMOTIVE 


1988 Cutlass Cruiser Wagon: Runs 
well, new tires, great for hauling stuff. 
150,000 miles. $1,200 or best offer. 
609-688-8389. 


1999 Mazda 626: Beautiful car, origi- 
nal owner, female nonsmoker. Light 
gold, power moon roof, leather interior, 
well maintained. $9,500. Darice 732- 
259-1276. 


MERCHANDISE MART 


Cash: For your unwanted car/truck, 
motorcycle, ATV, snowmobile, antique 
or sports car, construction equipment 
and power tools. Running or not. 
Please call, Nick at: 732-501-3894 or 
email at: nsdme @ aol.com. 


Office Furniture: Unbelievable 
35,000 sq. ft. Selection of new/used 
desks, files, etc. Sacrifice pricing. For 
info. and directions 215-788-3983. We 
buy and sell. 


ANIMALS 


Attention Dog Owners:Complete 
dog waste removal. We clean your yard 
for you! Major Doody’s Dog Waste Re- 
moval SVC. 609-259-0448. 


Kitten Adoptions: “Friends of Kit- 
tens.” 2 grey - silver/white. Feline 
aids/leukemia tests negative. De- 
wormed (precautionary). First distem- 
per record. Please call Marque at 609- 
393-1413. 


OPPORTUNITIES 


Earn $200: Unlimited times. No sell- 
ing required. 732-937-5707. 


OFFICE SPACE 


e 


location! 
© 2,100 SF Office Suite 
* Beautiful skylight 
¢ Covered central atrium 
* Custom-tailored suites 


imelamulelas 
Information 


Call: 
609-637-9548 


The Atrium at Lawrence 
133 Franklin Corner Road, Lawrenceville 


¢ Prime Central New Jersey @ All areas with a view of 
the ATRIUM 

® Individual climate controls 

¢ Abundant covered parking 
spaces 

¢ Adjacent to US1, 1-95 & 1-295 


cnragser 


REALTY, IN¢ 


6 


: 
& 


* 


U.S. 1 


69 


Employment Exchange 


HOW TO ORDER 


Phone, Fax, E-Mail: That's all it 
takes to order a U.S. 1 Classified. Call 
609-452-7000, or fax your ad to 609- 
452-0033, or use our E-Mail address 
info@princetoninfo.com. We will 
confirm your insertion and the price. It 
won't be much: Our classifieds are just 
30 cents a word, with a$4.20 minimum. 
Repeats in succeeding issues are just 
25 cents per word, and if your ad runs 
for 16 consecutive issues, it’s only 20 
cents per word. (There is a $3 service 
charge if we send outa bill.) Box service 
is available. Want to run your ad on 
the Internet, as well? It’s free! Your 
U.S. 1 classified will automatically be 
posted on the information highway 
at princetoninfo.com. Questions? 
Call us 


HELP WANTED 


Counselor to Teach Panic and 
Anxiety Workshops: In Mercer/Mid- 
dlesex counties. 732-937-4832. 


Executive Director: Needed for 
busy downtown Princeton non-profit 
music organization. Candidate will 
manage 2-person office and all aspects 
of concert season. Arts management 
experience a plus. Salary in low to mid 
30’s. Please respond to: Princeton Pro 


HELP WANTED 


Musica, PO Box 1313, Princeton, NJ 
08542, or e-mail to Prinpromu: 
Sica @aol.com 


Ladies’ Consignment Boutique: |s 
searching for a flexible, responsible 
mature-minded person to help clientele 
and manager part-time year-round em- 
ployment with alternating schedule 
Must be familiar with basic computer 
skills. Will train. Perks. Call 609-924- 
2288, 10:30-5:30. 


Nanonex Corporation: A High-tech 
Startup in Princeton, N.J., has an imme- 
diate opening for a part time Executive 
Administrative Assistant. This position 
reports to the VP of operations and has 
responsibilities including office man- 
agement, interactions with customers, 
scheduling, purchasing, phone cover- 
age, simple accounting and other re- 
sponsibilities related to operations. The 
candidate should have excellent skills 
in organization, multi-tasking. inde- 
pendent-decision making, communica- 
tion, and the use of Web, MS Office and 
Excel software. Please submit your re- 
sume to: Nanonex, P.O. Box 3347, 
Princeton. NJ 08543-3347, phone 732- 
3551600, or email -to: Ikoecher- 
@nanonex.com 


JULY 24, 2002 


HELP WANTED 


New Hope Spa Party: Presenters 
needed, $75 kit. Great training and in- 
come. Make your own schedule. Fun 
trips and car allowance. 609-387-9685 


OFFICE SPACE 


Available at 


CRANBURY 
PLAZA 


On Route 130 


2,351 SG< th Dee 
1,850 sq. ft. office 


Now Hiring: Companies desperately 
need employees to assemble products 
at home. No selling, any hours. $500. 
weekly potential Info. 1-985-646-1700 
Dept. NJ-1139 


Pet Sitter Wanted: Reliable trans- 
portation, Background check. Cali 609- 
497-1511. 


Pt/Ft: Looking for enthusiastic ener- 
getic people oriented person. Need ba- 
sic computer/office skills, will train. Sal- 
ary and bonuses. 609-882-7632. 


Real Estate Sales: Learn to earn 
50K 1st year. We help you license. We 
train. International. company seeking 
high integrity people. Interested? Call 
Joe at 609-490-0300. Interviews 
scheduled for Wednesday, July 24th 
evening. ERA Princeton Corridor Re- 
alty 


Thompson Realty Co. 
609-921-0808 


Continued on following page 


OFF THE WALL OFFERS 


$Q Down Homes: No credit okay! 
HUD, VA, FHA. Call for listings. 1-800- 
501-1777 extension 5627 


100% Home Financing: 100% mort- 
gage financing possible. Government 
assist downpayment programs allow 
you to own for $O/iow down. 888-220- 
29te: 


Looking for Leaders: Leaders 
needed for ground floor opportunity. 
Call 1-800-754-0099. 


Serious Business Needs Your 
Help: Part-time/full-time, training pro- 
vided, free information. 888-229-5133 
www.lifetimeincome4u.com. 


CLASSIFIED BY FAX 


609-452-0033 


OFF THE WALL OFFERS 


Turned Down For A Mortgage?: We 
can help! Purchase or refinance. Credit. 
problem specialists. Call 856-309-0030 
or visit www.gowdyfinancial.com. 


PERSONALS 


Free Classifieds for Singles: And re- 
sponse box charges that won't break 
the bank. To submit your ad simply fax 
it to 609-452-0033 or E-mail to info@- 
princetoninfo.com. !f you prefer to 
mail us your ad, address it to U.S. 1 
Singles Exchange, 12 Roszel Road, 
Princeton 08540. Include your name 
and the address to which we should 
send responses. We will assign a box 
number and forward all replies to you 
ASAP. People responding to your ad 
will be charged just $1. See the Singles 
Exchange at the end of the Preview 
Section. 


Cheap Feet/Great Space 
1,500-50,000 SF 


bi Y, 
coil — 


oop 
“ey 
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BENEFITS . 


CONTACT . 


Hopewell Corporate Center 
Office Space in Hopewell Boro 


CLASS A Space, Low Rates 

* New, Totally Designed to Suit 

+ Flexible Lease Terms 

* Unique Renovation of Older Building 
* Convenient to Various Services 

* Expansion Potential 

* On-site Ownership 


William Barish, 609-921-8844 
cpnweb@aol.com 


Offered through Commercial Property Network, Inc. 


ommercial Property Network, Inc. 
awe Have a Place For Your Company 


p» 


th Your Instant Office is Ready 
ALLER at Office Gallery! 


GALLERY 


The Office Solution 


«Instant Telephone Activation * Ready for Business the Day You Move In 
* Short-Term Office Leases + Personalized Answering Service 

* Full Secretarial Support * Individual & Multi-Office Suites 

* Home Office Support * Elegant Conference Rooms 


“Free Use at Over 360 Locations Worldwide” 


Locations In: 


Princeton 609-452-8311 
Bridgewater 908-231-1811 
Meadowlands 201-804-0900 
Springfield 973-921-3000 
Mount Laurel 856-727-5300 
www.officegalleryinc.com 


www.ubcn.com 


\ 


Solas 


HQ Videoconferencing 
is the right destination 


for your next meeting. 
We can't be everywhere at once. We are compelled to work smarter 
and communicate more efficiently and effectively. 


- 5a.m., had two flight by 
| connections, met with 
} three clients, rode in a ayy 
4 four taxis, jumped back a Xt He | 
‘+ ona plane, and got see 


re | 
“left for the airport at . p 
ba 


The need to meet with distant customers, colleagues, and a world of other 
associates has never been greater. But the cost of business travel is staggering. 
HQ Global Workplaces delivers the highest quality videoconferencing services in the 
public room industry. We're not only a service provider, we add value to your event. 


It’s time for your business to rethink meeting strategy. 
It’s time for videoconferencing at the HQ Global Workplaces. 
GLOBAL 


Hi Q WORKPLACES 
™ 


www.hq.com : 
Princeton Center * Princeton Forrestal Village 


609-520-2144 


ey 
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HELP WANTED HELP WANTED 


HELP WANTED 


; TO OUR 
TEMPORARY STAFF WE 
OFFER: DIRECT DEPOSIT, 


NELLING. 


PERSONNEL SERVICES 


401K & MANY MORE 
BENEFITS! 


Executive Assistant (Perm) $50K 
Growing, private Investment firm. Assist Partners in high profile position! Confidential 
projects, calendar, travel arrange, board presentations, screen clients, interface w/key 
Executives. Highly professional, sophisticated atmosphere Beautiful offices! Full ben- 
efits + 401K. Pharm. or Investment industry a +. Solid exp. & some college prefd. MS 
Office Suite a must. Mercer County. E-mail resume as (Word Attachment) to Liz: 
Lsardi@snellingeast.com 


Legal Secretary $40K+ 
Prestigious “TOP” local Law Firm! Assist partner w/motions, briefs, contracts, calendar, 
client contact. 3-4 years defense litigation a MUST! Commercial Law &/or “Big Firm” exp 
prefd. Mercer County. Fax or send resume as (Word Attachment) to Liz 
Lsardi@snellingeast.com 


Clinical Medical Writer $80K+ 
Growing int'l pharm. co. located in Middlesex County. Write protocols, NDAs, clinical 
data reports. Must know FDA, ICH guidelines, ISS & ISE's...BS degree (Lifesciences or 
Journalism prefd.) or RN/Scientific exp. 2-3 years Clinical Medical Writing exp. a 
MUST! Top benefits + 401K. Fax or send resume (as Word Attachment) to Liz: 
Lsardi@snellingeast.com 


Reception Agent Long -Term Temporary 
Excellent opportunity. Conference center located in Princeton. Handie lite phone, meet 
& greet clients, customer support. Must be personable for concierge environment. (2) 
shifts avail: 7AM-3PM or 2:30PM to11PM. Health benefits avail. Call today or email 
resumes to Jamie: jhollins@snellingeast.com 


Office Support Long-Term Temp Position! : 
Requires min. 2 years office support exp. Meet & greet clients. Busy phones. Multi- 
tasked invid. w/great personality who is a quick learner and most importantly a team 
player! Located in Princeton, NJ-Rt. 206N. Hours are 8:30am-4:30pm, Monday thru 
Fridays. Hourly pay based on exp.Health benefits avail. while temping! Great oppty!: 
Call Jennifer or Jamie today or e-mail resumes to: jkalogiannis@snellingeast.com or 
jhollins@snellingeast.com 


Office Assistant Long-Term Temp Position! 
Monday thru Fridays, 37 1/2 hours per week. Located in Princeton you will handle busy 
phones, office schedule, supplies, copies, collating, mailing. Basic working knowl. of 
Word is needed! Support (7) people with general day-to-day needs! Position starting on 
or about August 5, 2002 lasting 3-4 months. Great oppty! Call Jennifer or Jamie today 


Continued from prior page 


or e-mail resumes to: jkalogiannis@snellingeast.com or jhollins@snellingeast.com. 


350 Alexander Road, Princeton, NJ 08540 
609-683-4040. Fax:609-683-5621 www.snelling.com/snellingeast 


Sales: Visa processing center 
looking for sales rep. Full time or 
part time. Call 732-738-8832. 


Teachers Wanted: Part-time, 
K-8, Art, Music, Computer, 
Physical Education, Foreign 
Languages. Openings for fall. 
Call Mack Educational Services. 
732-763-2050. 


Teachers Wanted: Part-time, 
K-8. Music, Art, Computer - 
Manville, Boundbrook. Call 
Mack Educational Services. 
732-763-2050. 


Tired of Being Broke? Paid 
daily, residual income, training. 
Call for appointment. 732-738- 


, 8832. 


CAREER SERVICES 


Certified Professional Re- 
sume Writer, NJ Licensed Ca- 
reer Counselor: Assess- 
ments/job search/career. Re - 
sumes/cover letters, electronic 
resumes. Day/evening appoint 
ments. GuarneriAssociates. Not 
an employment agency. 609- 
771-1669. 


Does Your Career Need a 
Power Boost? Are you seeking 


CAREER SERVICES 


a better lifestyle or more reward- 
ing job fit? Let Dr. Sandra Grun- 
fest, licensed psychologist and 
certified career counselor, help 
you develop a strategy to move 
your career forward. Call 609- 
921-8401 or 732-873-1212. (Li- 
cense #2855.) 


JOBS WANTED 


Job Hunters: Looking for a 
full-time position? We will run a 
reasonably worded classified ad 
for you at no charge. We reserve 
the right to edit the ads and to 
limit the number of times they 
run. If you require confidentiality, 
send a check for $4 with your ad 
and request a U.S. 1 Response 
Box. Replies will be forwarded at 
no extra charge. Mail or Fax to 
U.S. 1 Jobs Wanted, 12 Roszel 
Road, Princeton 08540. Include 
your name, address, and phone 
number (for our records only). 


Administrative Assistant 
(Central New Jersey): 20 years 
experience. Proficient in: Apple, 
Excel, Powerpoint, Access, 
dBase, WordPerfect, Outlook, 
Lotus Notes, scanning, proof- 
reading, Dictaphone. Back- 
ground includes medical, phar- 
maceutical, insurance, market 
ing. Call after 5pm or leave a 
message. 609-298-3211 (No 
Agencies). 


mmercan 


HAS THE JOBS! 


GET YOUR FOOT IN THE DOOR 
OF THIS HIGHLY-REGARDED 
TESTING FIRM IN PRINCETON! 
immediate Opportunities for: 
Customer Service Representatives: 

$10 to $12 per hour 
Administrative Assistants: $9 to $14 per hour. 


Machine Operators, Material 
Handlers, Warehouse Laborers and 
Groundskeepers: $9 to $13 per hour. 


Submit resume to 
americansbest@americanstaff.com or: 


__ CALL TODA’ 


American 


Staffing Resources 
Lawrenceville, NJ * 609-219-1071 


or fax 609-219-1411 
Fairless Hills, PA * 215-949-8600 


Celebrating 30 Successful Years 
In The Staffing Industry 


JOBS WANTED 


Copywriter/Art Director: 
Marketing communica- 
tions/creative services. BFA, 
seeks creative position. Writing, 
design and project manage- 
ment. 609-750-9017. 


Employment Law Attorney: 
With over 11 years experience 
seeks in-house position with 
-Princeton area based corpora 
tion. U.S. 1 Response Box 
220543, Roszel Road, Prince- 
ton 08540. 


Experienced Executive Di 
rector: Seeks senior level post 
tion in nonprofit or education en 
vironment. Experienced in strate 
gic planning, budgeting, 
government relations, fund rais 
ing and event planning. 15 years 
experience in management. U.S. 
1 Response Box 216115, 12 
Roszel Road, Princeton 08540. 


Housecleaning: Reasonable 
rates. Call Karen 609-888-0519. 


Insurance Claims: Proces- 
sor/Representative or Data En 
try operator in the Mercer or 
Bucks County Area. Please call 
Margaret at 609-695-1447. 


- Media Professional/Admin. 
Ass’t:Seeking full-time position. 
i have the background you seek! 
| hold a Masters Degree in His- 
tory, as well as five years of writ 
ing, research and administrative 
experience. Resume includes 
political and foreign affairs re 
porting. Good organizational 
skills. Please call Steven at 609- 
683-1908. No agencies, please. 


Microsoft Certified Profes- 
sional: Writer/journalist, web 
designer, Flash designer. Expe- 
rienced in digital presentation 
and CD business cards, hard- 
ware configurations, etc. Please 
call Bob 609-730-0342. 


HELP WANTED 


JOBS WANTED 


Real Estate: Seasoned cor 
porate real estate executive. 


* 


Eighteen years in real estate and 
development plus ten years in 


the public sector. Experienced in 


retail site selection, retail leasing, 


self-development, construction 
management, office leasing, 
property development and facik 
ties acquisition and disposition. A 
corporate executive with signif 
cant asset management respon 
sibilities and expertise Licensed 
real estate broker in NY and NJ. 
Available for consulting. Call Roy 
at 215-493-1060 or email Re 
alEstateVP@aol.com 


Senior IT Professional: IT 
Professional with experience in 
diverse business applications in 
enterprise applications integra 
tion (EAl) and data warehous- 
ing. 5 years experience as tech 
nical lead for EAI and data 
warehouse projects using state 
of the art technologies and 
tools. Proficient in end-user im 
terviewing, creating require- 
ments, architecture, functional 
specifications, and design 
document, development; data- 
base design, data mapping, 
systems migration, and sys- 
tems conversion. Project re- 
sponsibility included evaluation, 
and recommendation of soft- 
ware and system configurations 
for projects. Call 732-940-5582 
or email: uxarch@yahoo.com. 


Telecommuter: seeking pro- 
ject work from my home office - 
23 years of experience in sales, 
marketing, project manage- 
ment and administration. Excet 
lent telemarketing and com- 
puter skills. Microsoft Word, Ex 
cel, Powerpoint, Outlook, 
Access, and ACT. Experience in 
the Telecommunications, Infor 
mation Technology, Graphic 
Design, Advertising/PR and Re 
tail industries. Call 732-521- 
9511. 


HELP WANTED 


www.americanstaff.com 


Specializing in Temporary, Temp-To-Perm 
& Direct Hire Placement Including: 


ADMINISTRATIVE * CUSTOMER SERVICE 
DATA ENTRY * ACCOUNTING 
WAREHOUSE AND MORE! 


10 Locations To Serve You! 
Visit our website: WWW.JJSTAFF.COM 
to find the location nearest you. 


J&JI STAFFING RESOURCES 


103 Carnegie Ctr., Suite 107, Princeton, NJ 
609-452-2030 


Pharmaceutical Product Development Scientists 


Creative pharmaceutical formulations scientists are needed to develop innova- 
tive topical or oral drug formulations. The position is intended to provide formula- 
tion development assistance and expertise in formulating and evaluating emul- 
sions, disperse systems, and transdermals. The candidate will be expected to 
assist in all development activities from scale-up to production start-up. We seek 


candidates with proficiency in drug delivery, scale-up to production start-up. We 


seek candidates with proficiency in drug delivery, transport studies, and formula- 
tion characterizations of patches. Must have experience in a GMP environment. 
Effective verbal and written communication skills are required. Must have a mini- 
mum of 3 years industry experience. Experience with project management a plus. 


Other Desired Skills/Experience/Knowledge: 


* Solids: Immediate Release and Controlled Release 


* Liquids, semisolids, suppositories 
* Transdermals 

* Pre-formulation 

* Scale-up and tech transfer 


* Experience writing GMP and CMC documentation for INDs and NDAs 


Primary locations: Robbinsville or Princeton, NJ 


Nexmed (USA), Inc. is an emerging pharmaceutical and medical device com- 
pany located in the greater Princeton, NJ area. NexMed offers competitive sala- 
ries and excellent benefits including medical, dental, vision, life insurance, 401K 


and stock option plans. 


Enable Inc. is Hiring 


Program Coordinator 


PT position available, to help coordinate all aspects of home 
modification projects, for individuals with disabilities. HS Di- 
ploma required, Valid Drivers License, BA/BS field preferred 
and excellent writing skills. 


Respite Options Coordinator 


PT position available for outgoing, enthusiastic and reliable 
individual to help provide care in the Mercer county commu- 
nity to children with disabilities. Must be able to coordinate 
respite option services and conduct in-home assessments 
for consumers. HS Diploma required, Valid Drivers License, 
AA/BS or Minimum 3yrs. or relevant experience. 


For more information please contact the Human Resources 
@ 609-987-5003 ext. 31 Fax resume to 609-987-2790 
or email enablenj@ earthlink.net 


Enable, Inc is an Equal Opportunity Employer 


At PNC Bank 


We Have Positions Available Throughout 
Mercer and Middlesex Counties. 


Branch Management, Teller Supervisors, 
Teller Banking Representatives 
Customer Service Associates & Financial Sales Consultants 


Customer service, retail or cash handling experience a plus. 
Sales experience required for Financial Sales Consultants. 


Salary commensurate with experience. Our benefits 
include a paid training program, holiday pay, 401K, 
tuition reimbursement and much, more. 


For consideration please e-mail resume and salary requirements to 


hr@nexmed.com. 


350 Corporate Bivd., 
Robbinsville, NJ 
Email: hr@nexmed.com 


For more information, call Gwen at 732-220-3022. 
email: gwendolyn.jones@pnebank:com ae 
Or fax your resume to 732-220-4440 
We are an equal opportunity, drug/smoke free employer M/F/D/V/SO 


Explore the advantages of working with a financial services leader. 


YPNCBAN 


The Thinking Behind The Money, 
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Charlotte's Web 
B... and forth, forth and 


back, the spider in the upper right hand 
corner of the window above our 
writer-hero’s. computer dexterously 
weaves his web. Damn, the writer 
thinks, this bugger moves fast, the ef- 
fort showing ever more effect with 
each passing turn. Meanwhile the 
writer’s cursor blinks idly on the com- 
puter screen. Every once in a while it 
moves from left to right, but almost as 
surely it moves back, deleting much of 
what little it has just created. 

The writer shifts in his uncomfort- 
able seat and hunkers down over the 
keyboard. Forget the spider, he an- 
nounces to no one in particular, he will 
@ keep pushing this cursor forward until 

he has a submission for the Route | 
Newspaper summer fiction contest. 
Oh, they say it isn’t a contest, but he 
knows better. They rank the entries 
somehow, of course only after they 
have reserved places for their cronies 
and advertisers, and then throw what 
they don’t like into the circular file. 
@ Hiell, they would take something from 
the spider if it fit their mold. 

But forget the spider, our writer will 
put forth a compelling piece of fiction 
— something that will make them re- 
gret it if they don’t print it. His story 
won't be one of those — of the mo- 
ment — internal monologues. His 
story will be something with a begin- 
ning, middle, and end, with some char- 
acters you can recognize facing some 
: drama and tension that will tighten 
| your stomach even as your brain soaks 
| up the vibrant prose. 

It won’t be some wispy little sub- 
| mission, either, like those columns 
that the old editor used to cobble to- 
gether at the last minute to fill up the 
space on the next to last page of the 
paper. Anybody could have written 
them, though our writer has to admit 
he still wonders why two years after 
the old guy’s demise no one yet has 
stepped forward to fill the space. It was 


@ 


SF All services in this listing have the 


CONSUMER 
BUREAU 


Richard K. Rein 


bad enough that the paper had failed to 
be published on a regular basis after 
his death or disappearance or whatever 
you wanted to call it. 

No doubt that had as much to do 
with the circumstances of his depar- 
ture as with the departure itself. The 
writer leans back from the keyboard to 
ponder it: Really, that story could have 
been the stuff of a substantial piece of 
fiction or non-fiction itself: The editor 
chronicling his coronary heart disease 
in his own column, arranging the Car- 


Our writer will put forth 
a compelling piece of 
fiction, something that 
will make them regret it 
if they don’t print it. 


ibbean vacation to help reduce stress, 
and then disappearing into the waters 
of the Bermuda Triangle after what 
turned out to be an ill-advised scuba 
diving expedition. Imagine trying to 
run a business while the owner and 
Operator is missing for two full 
months. And even after that sand spit 
of a nation finally declared him dead, 
there was all that legal wrangling back 
here. 

Strange. But whatever, the guy was 
gone, the paper floundered, the back 
page column was kaput, and the fic- 
tion issue had turned into a social club. 
As least the old guy had kept it inter- 
esting, and he didn’t seem to play too 
many favorites. 

All the more reason to knock this 
fiction piece out. Maybe this will be 
the submission that turns that Fiction 
Issue around, and maybe the Fiction 
Issue will convince those suits that 
finally took the paper over — after no 


one else would have it 
that good writing makes a 
difference. 

Overhead the spider’s 
web ts taking shape. That lit 
tle Charlotte will be munching on flies 
in an hour. 

So good characters, a plot that car- 
ries you like a freight train, and... . 
what else? Sex, he thinks. Yes, sex. 
He'll use that 20-something girl from 
a few condos down as the model for 
his leading lady. She would fall for his 
middle age hero — improbable maybe 
but certainly not impossible and some- 
thing that our writer could imagine 
happening in his very own case, if the 
truth be known. He’d be able to weave 
some telling moments around this 
story line, for sure. Maybe he’ll recast 
her as a teenage temptress — they'd 
snap it up as a film, if they hadn’t 
already done “* American Beauty.” 

Damn, this writing business 1s not 
as easy as it seems. The writer shuffles 
through a stack of old Route Ones, 
produced before the chain took over, 
and sized up some of the fiction issues. 
Maybe they’ ll cluster them in catego- 
ries again, he thinks. A road story — 
perfect for a paper named after a high- 
way, after all. Maybe that temptress 
can work at a motel, or — better yet 
— one of the high-end luxury suite 
hotels. He'll after come up with a 
name for the hotel — Residence Inn, 
AmeriSuites, Hampton Inn, Do Drop 
In, No-Tell . . . It’s hopeless — every 
name he grabs is already someone's 
registered mark or some hopeless pulp 
fiction cliche. 

Damn, this writing is tough. Up 
above old Charlotte is putting the fin- 
ishing touches on her creation. He 
clutches one of the old newspapers 
and gets ready to swipe the whole fi- 
brous mass into oblivion. Forget it, he 
thinks, someone will report me to 
some insect rights group. 

But wait: Violence. Yes, he will add | 
some violence to his plot. Our writer 
smiles. He is diving deeper into this 
fiction field, and he is growing. = 
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RECOMMENDED 


SERVICE 


Reception/Admin. 


Many Mercer area companies are in need of front desk 
receptionist. You must be organized, articulate, professional 
and able to excel in a busy environment. Good computer 
skills and a positive attitude are also necessary. Call today 
to find out if you qualify for one of these extrodinary post 
tions! We are E.O.E. 


Part-time Admin. 


Femp to hire admin. position in the Princeton area. Must 
be personable, articulate and able to multitask in a friendly, 
busy environment. Candidate should be proficient in MS 
Word & Excel. Exceptional opportunity. Call today, Work 
tomorrow.We are EOE. 


Administrative Assistant 


Beautiful new facility in yardley PA is in need of an expert- 
enced admin. must be professional, articulate and reliable. 
Advanced MS Word, Excel and Powerpoint are also nec 

essary to be considered for this long term temp postion. 
Serious candidates only, please fax or email your resume 
today! We are EOE. 


STAFFING Now, INC. 


125 Village Blvd., Suite 330 
Princeton Forrestal Village 


www.staffingnow.com Princeton, Nj 06540 
njtemps@staffingnow.com 


609-452-0287 Fax 609-452-0289 


Get Your Directories Here..or There 


You can purchase the new U.S. 1 Business Directory at: 


° US. 1 office 

* Barnes & Noble (MarketFair) 

* Borders (Nassau Park) 

* Micawber Books 

¢ Princeton Chamber of Commerce 


2002 
BUSINESS 


} i DIRECTORY 


5525 Businesses in 212 Categories at your fingertips! 


Or mail $13.95 to US 1 
_Newspaper 12 Roszel 
“Road. Princeton. NJ 
92540. and we ll mail 

a directory to you 


Restaurants: 


THE ANNEX For hearty, moderately pnced 
food & drink. 128 1/2 Nassau St (downstairs 
opp. Firestone Library), Pm. 609-921-7555 


Roofing Contractors: 


BRUCE RICHARDS Home improvements, 
Inc. Roofing & siding specialists since 1972 


@ 220 Nexander St. Pr. 924-1100. 


REGISTERED 


HAMILTON Chrysier-Piymouth 1240 Route 


E A 33. Hamilton Sq. 586-2011. 20 min. from Pm. 
Ss u OF MERCEDES-Benz Sales, Service & Leas- 
AP; P; RO VAL ing. MILLENNIUM AUTOMOTIVE GROUP, 


1250 Rt. 22 E., Bridgewater. 908-685-0800. 


Auto Repairs & Service: 


FOWLER’S GULF Foreign & Domestic re- 
pairs. VW Specialist, NJ Insp. Ctr. Towing & 
emergency road service. Open 7 days a 
week. 

271 Nassau St. Pm. 921-9707. 

HAMILTON CHRYSLER-PLYMOUTH 
1240 Rte. 33, Hamilton Sq, 586-2011. 

LARINI’S SERVICE CENTER Road service 
24-hour towing. Princeton: 272 Alexander St. 


FP Look for it also on store fronts 
and commercial vehicles and in 
yellow page and newspaper ads! 
@™F To check Consumer Bureau’s 
complete unpublished Register, call 
10 a.m. to 5 p.m. Monday thru 
Friday: 


609-924-0737 


PF cor FREE ASSISTANCE with 


@ transaction involving any business 924-8553. 
firm located within 25 miles of h : 
Princeton call that same number Bathrooms: 


any time. 


GROVE PLUMBING & HEATING Kitchen & 
bathroom remodeling. 55 N. Main, Windsor 
448-6083 


Beauty Salons: 


ATTITUDES 7 day full service salon. Hair & 
nail design. Jarnesway Shopping Ctr 
U.S. 130, E. Windsor. 443-4550 


Building Contractors: 


BAXTER CONSTRUCTION Inc. Additions, 
renovations, remodeling. 609-924-9263. 

EDWARD BUCCI BUILDERS Custom hore 
builder & remodeler in the Princeton area for 
over 40 yrs. Additions & renovations. Com- 
mercial/residential. 924-0908. 


Building Materials: 


HEATH LUMBER CO. Since 1857. Home 
Building Ctr. Prompt delivery. 1580 N. Oiden 
Av. Ewing, 1-800-BSHEATH (854-3284). 


CDs, LPs, DVDs, VHS: 


PRINCETON RECORD EXCHANGE 
CDs, LPs, OVDs. New & used. Bought & Sold 
Rock, classical, jazz & more. Open 7 days. 
20 Tulane St., Princeton 921-0881 
www. prex.com We Buy CDs & LPs@prex.com 


TWOMEY Builders & Details. 


As a condition of Registration, 
ALL CONSUMER BUREAU 
REGISTERED BUSINESS FIRMS 
COOPERATE with Consumer 
Bureau's all-consumer volunteer 
panel in resolving any and all 
consumer problems brought to 
the attention of Consumer Bureau 


CONSUMER BUREAU 


152 Alexander St., Princeton, NJ 08540 


Accounting; Tax Services: 


AZER, HOWARD & CO., CPA Tax special- 
ists for academics, non-profits, and individu- 
als. 457 N. Harrison, Pm. 609-921-8666. 


Air Conditioning: 


LAWRENCEVILLE FUEL Since 1925 
16 Gordon Av. Lawrenceville. 896-0141 


PRINCETON FUEL OIL CO. 


TINDALL & RANSON 
AirConditng. Auth. 


Alarm Systems 


DIAMOND ELECTRONICS 24 hr. serv. Bur- 
pn 4 fire systems, CCTV. Free est. Fully ins. 
‘3900 


SYSTEMS Alterations; bathrooms; kitchens, decks: 
insurance approved burglar, fire and home basements; small jobs. 466-2693. 
automation systems. “Your local alarm pro- 


fessionals.” 609-252-0505 


Auto Body Repair Shops: 
MACK’S COLLISION CARSTAR repair ctr. 
Rentals, US 130, Htstn. 448-1923. 
Auto Dealers, New/Used 


ECONOMY MOTORS 609-758-3377. 101 
New Egypt Rd, Cookstown. 


. Complete selec- 
wall carpets & area rugs. 7 Rte 


Ceilings, Suspended: 


TWOMEY BUILDERS Laser levelied. Resi- 
denti@&l/commercial. 609-466-2693. 


E & E CHIMNEY SWEEPS Full service in- 
spection & cleaning. Lining & masonry repair, 
& caps. Tullytown, Pa. 215-945-2200 


Computer Internet Services: 


NEW JERSEY INTERNET 921-6800 “Guar- 
anteed best choice for internet access.” Free 
startup software. Free knowledgeable and 
courteous telephone support. Fiat $19.95 
monthly rate. www.NJl.com. Estab. 1990. 


Electrical Contractors: 


JOHN CIFELL Electrica! contractor. Instalia- 
tions; repairs. Residential/comrci. Lic. #4131. 
Insured/bonded. 921-3238. ? 

NASSAU ELECTRIC Installation & repairs. 
Residential & commercial, service upgrad- 
ing, trouble shooting, outlets installed. In- 
sured, licerised & bonded. Free estimates. 
924-8823. 


Affordable Fence By SUBURBAN FENCE 
2nd & 3rd generation family business. 100s 
of styles. Visit our largest-in-the-area fence 
display just off U.S.1 by Bruns. Cir. 452-2630 
or 695-3000 

RUTGERS FENCE & CONSTRUCTIONCO. 
All types of commerciai/residential fencing 
Indoor warehouse partitions and dumpster 
enclosures 800-660-9410 


Floor Refinishing/Installations: 


APPLIED WOOD PRODUCTS, INC. in- 
sured. Free est. 1-800-731-9663 


HAGERTY THE FLORIST Fiower/garden 
center. 79 S. Main, Cranbury. 609-395-0660 


Furniture Dealers: 


WHITE LOTUS HOME 100% cotton hand- 
made futon mattresses. Ash, maple & cherry 
beds. Convertible couches, tables & dress- 
ers. 202 Nassau St, Princeton. 497-1000 


Furniture Unpainted: 


ERNEY’S UNFINISHED FURNITURE One 


of the N.J.'s largest selections of unfinished 
fumiture. “From Country to Contemporary.” 
2807 Alt US 1, Lawrvi. 530-0097 


Garden Centers: 
Alexander Rd. at Canal, Pm, 609-452-2401 


Licensed Hearing Ad 
Franklin Corner Road, Suite 1C, 
Lawrenceville. 609-895-1666 


& SUPPLY 


LAWRENCEVILLE FUEL Since 1925. 

16 Gordon Av, Lawmcevi. 896-0141. 
NASSAU OIL Sales & Service 

800 State Rd., Prn 924-3530. 
PRINCETON FUEL OIL CO. 

220 Alexander St. Pm. 921-1100. 
TINDALL & RANSON Piumbing, Heating & 

Air Conditng. Auth. Trane dealer. 924-3434. 


Home Improvement: 


BROOKS HOME IMPROVEMENTS 
All phases of home improvements. 
Jim Brooks Proprietor, 921-1815. 

M.A.K. CONSTRUCTION 
Improvements & rernodeling 
Siding & Roofing. 800-821-3288 


insurance Services: 


MacLEAN AGENCY 609-683-9300. 
138 Nassau Street, 3rd Floor, Princeton 


Interior Designers: 


CAROL BARON “Terror free decorating for 
the budget conscious.” . 609-734-0141 


Janitor Service: 


M.D.S. COMMERCIAL CLEANING Estab 
1978. Fully bonded & insured. 609-443-4844 


Landscaping Contractors: 


DOERLER LANDSCAPES, INC. Estab 
1962. Certified landscape architects & con- 
tractors. Lawmcevile, 609-896-3300 

JOHN KOCHIS LANDSCAPING Speciaiiz- 
ing in Blue stone & brick walks & patios 
Foundation landscaping. Spnnkier systems 
Fully insured. 737-3478 

CHARUE WAGNER: Lawn & Garden Serv- 
ice. Landscaping. Mulching. Spring clean: 
up. Grass cutting 609-393-5042 


Laundries: 


LAUNDROMAT OF PRINCETON Wash, dry 
& fold or self service. Large capacity washers. 
Open 7 days 6to 11. Staffed M-F 8-8; Sat/Sun 
8-5. Princeton Shopping Center 924-3304 


Lawn Maintenance 


| 


Complete lawn & garden maintenance 
Brick & biuestone walks. 466-2205 


Lawn Mowers, Garden Equip 


JOSEPH J. NEMES & SONS, Inc. Auth 
Sales/Serv: Simplicity; Toro; Bob Cat; White; 
Homelite, Green Machine; Anens. US 206 N 
at 518, Prn 924-4177 


Limousine Service 


A-1 LIMOUSINE Since 1970; All airports 
24 hours a day. Car phones. 924-0070. 


FIRMS 


Auto Dealers Continued: Chimney Cleaning/Repair. Moving & Storage: 


ANCHOR MOVING & STORAGE Mayflower 
agents. Family owned & operated for over 22 
years. Princeton: 609-921-3223. 

BOHREN’S Moving & Storage Local & long 
distance moving & storage. Full service 
WORLDWIDE relocation company. United 
Van Lines Agt. Robbinsville 609-208-1470. 

PRINCETON VAN SERVICE The Moving 
Experts Full service moving, packing & stor- 
age. Antiques, artwork & pianos. Free esti- 
mates...609-497-9600 Website:www.pnnce- 
tonmoving.com 


Painting & Decorating: 


GROSS, JULIUS H. Interior/Extenor painting: 
paper hanging. Decorating. Owner operated 
for over 30 yrs. in Pnnceton area. 924-1474 


Paving Contractors: 


CROSS COUNTY PAVING, Inc. Dnveways 
& parking lots. . . 732-329-3025 


Pest Control: 


COOPER PEST CONTROL Graduate ento- 
mologists. Est. 1955. 609-799-1300 


Plumbing & Heating: 


LAWRENCEVILLE FUEL Since 1925. Re 
pairs, remodeling & installations. Hot water 
heaters. N.J. Lic.#3533. 16 Gordon Av, 
Lawrenceville. 609-896-0141 

MICHAEL J. MESSICK Piumbing & Heat- 
ing Lic. #8063. All plumbing & hig services 
24-hr. Insured. 924-0502 


Printing & Binding: 

AAA REPROGRAPHICS Shor run high 
quality 1, 2 & 3-colors. 14 E. 6th Ave, Mer- 
cerville. Pm phone: 924-8100 

LDH PRINTING UNUMITED Compiete print- 
ing service. 417 Wall St, Panceton. 924-4664 
S & ADUPLICATING High-speed dupiicating 
& binding. Bluepnnting 987-0655. 5 Inde- 
pendence Way, U.S.1, Pranceton 


Pumps & Well Drilling 


SAMUEL STOTHOFF CO. INC. Since 1886 
— Pump installation & service on all makes 
Water treatment. Well drilling. Rt 31 
Flemington. 908-782-2116 


Real Estate: 


COLDWELL-BANKER SCHLOTT, Reai 
tors Pm.: 10 Nassau 921-1411 
Pm. Jctr: 50 Pr-Histn. Ad. 799-8181 


Recorded Music 


PRINCETON RECORD EXCHANGE 
CDs, LPs, OVDs. New & used. Bought & Sold 
Rock, classical, jazz & more. Open 7 days 
20 Tulane St., Princeton 921-0881 
www praxcom We Buy COs 6 LPs @prax.com 


Mercerville. 609-890-0542 


Septic Systems: 
BROWN, AC. Sewer & drain cle&ning New 


septic systems installed. Cesspoois cleaned. 
installed. Excavating; trenching. “Don't Cuss 
Cali Gus!" Lawmew 882-7888 & 7993-0260 


Stone, Natural: 


TRENTON STONE & MARBLE CO. Quer- 
rying since 1870. Marble, siate, granite, hme- 
stone, bluestone & more. Wilburtha Ra 
W. Trenton. 882-2449 


Surgical Supplies: 


AMBEST Rentals: sales: service. Medicad & 
Medicare consultants. 1600 N. Olden Av 
Ewing 882-3702 

FORER PHARMACY Rentals sales 2 
blocks from Pnnceton Hospital. 160 Wither- 
spoon, Pm. 921-7287 

PRINCETON SURGICAL SUPPLY Rent- 
als/sales/serice. Accept medicare & medi- 
cad. Nassau Park Shop Ctr. Rt 1S 609- 
419-1910 


Swimming Pools & Spas: 


SYLVAN POOLS Since 1946. Atfordabie in- 
ground pools in concrete Pool 
Montgomery Center Rte 518 & 206. Rocky 
Hill, 921-6166 


REGENT FLOOR COVERING, INC. Since 
1963. Unsurpassed quality instaling ce 
farmc, marble. slate, terre cota Amencen 
Olean & other tiles from around the word. 
Showroom: 7 Rite. 31 N. Pennington 737-2466, 


Transmissions: 


Rt. 130, E. Windsor 448-0300 
Travel Agencies 


10 Nassau, Princeton. 921-8600 


Tree Service 


Windows 


RA. McCORMACK CO. Since 1970. Al 
Stytes & major brands. 737-6563. 
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Architects for a digital 
economy 


is a full-service intera 
that combines strategic consult 
Creativity and,technolo 


Digital Strategy « Multimedia * E-commerce ° Intranets/Extranets * Web Solutions « Wireless « Interactive Marketing 


TM | 
PInG aa 
Princeton Internet Group, Inc. | 


13 Roszel Road * Suite C222 * Princeton, NJ 08540 
<p> 609.452.1667 <email> info@pingsite.com | 
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visit our new web site 
<WWwW> pingsite.com 
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U.S. 1 Newspaper 
‘Technology Showcase 


Wednesday, September 4th 
Merrill Lynch Conference Center 


Scudder’s Mill Road, Princeton Forrestal Center 


— 


‘Who Attends? Every year we draw hundreds of decision-makers who represent a powerful 
sampling from area companies. These fast-moving folks include purchasing executives, computer 
support specialists, major purchasing departments, business owners — sources that may well be- 
come your next big clients. In addition, our showcase runs concurrently with the annual Princeton 
Chamber of Commerce trade fair. It’s a synergistic mingling of two great constituencies. 


Why Exhibit? Because. you will connect with terrific prospects who need your expertise. 
The setting is the upscale Harrison Conference Center where you can interact with prospects 
in a most comfortable, but highly businesslike environment. 


What’s the Deal? Buy a table at the showcase for just $400 and receive a free advertising feature in the special : 
showcase edition of U.S. 1 published on August 28. Or take advantage of even lower prices to those who purchase a 
display ad in the showcase edition. We will help you create your ad and your advertising : 

feature —at no extra charge. 


To Exhibit: Call 609-452-7000 + Deadline: August 14 
To Attend: It’s free. 


Tour the showcase from 11 a.m. to 5 p.m. 
Wine & Beer Tasting/Specialty Foods 4-5 p.m. 
Chamber of Commerce Speaker 11:30-1:30pm 
US. 1 Technology Panel at 3 p.m. 


Questions: Call 609-452-7000 | U. Ss 1 Newspe : 4, 


Diana Joseph-Riley & Martha Moore, Ad Sales it feet ae ee pony A 
609-452-7000 Fax: 609-452-0033 : SPB. 


We. 


amen 


